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CHAP.  I. 

X  HE  pages  soon  returned^  and^  follow- 
ing hard  upon,  approached  the  rabble- 
rout  of  the  hall  whence  the  outcries  had 
issued.  The  throng  paus-jd  at  the  en- 
trance of  the  anti-room,  while  the  pages 
entered  the  presence  of  the  earl. 

Earl  Rowland's  look  spoke  his  anxiety 
to  gain  intelligence;  his  voice  was  mute. 

''  Oh,  my  lord  !"  said  \\\e  senior  of  the 
pages,  '•'  such  wild  affright  never  saw  I, 
before   this  minute,    on    man's   counte- 
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liance  !  It  Is  too  ghastly  to  be  decep* 
tive.  Cross  yourseif,  Roderic  !  Holy 
Maria  !  what  a  face  of  terror  !" 

*'  And  the  cause  ?'*  exclaimed  the  earl, 
looking  towards  that  part  of  the  wainscot 
which  Matilda  had  observed  to  open. 
"Tell  me  the  cause  T' 

*'  Alay  it  please  your  lordship  to  admit 
the  servitors  ?'*  returned  the  page  ;  ''  they 
are  best  able." 

"Admit  them!"  said  the  carl;  "but 
sitay  i'* — The  words  were  too  late;  the 
page  was  gone  ;  otherwise  he  would  have 
delayed  the  order  for  admittance  till 
Matilda  had  retired  from  the  chamber. 

The  rabble  waited  not  for  a  second 
permission,  but  forward  their  leaders  hur- 
ried. As  soon  as  these  gained  entrance, 
the  pages  closed  the  door,  and  the  mo- 
dest were  mingled  among  the  undeser- 
ving 


ving  on  the  outer-side  of  the  room  of 
audience. 

The  earl  waved  his  hand,  to  repress  the 
boldness  of  those  who  were  foremost. 
"Speak  !"  said  he,  "but  with  reverence. 
I  would  know  the  cause  of  the  tumult 
which  has  assailed  my  daughter's  ear." 

The  mob  never  wants  an  orator^  al- 
beit he  who  speaks  first  is  generally  the 
worst-informed  on  the  subject  to  be  dis- 
cussed. 

"  Oh,  my  honoured  and  awful  lord  !" 
said  Gerard,  the  fletcher,*  "  man  wants 
a  new  language  to  tell,  in  set  terms,  the 
horrors  of  this  hour.  That  ever  I  should 
live  to  listen  to  such  a  tale  of  wonder  ! 
Many  is  the  time  when  I  have  handed  his 
gloves  to  a  bowman — aye,  and  to  a  bow- 
man who  could  draw  his  strine  a  o-ood 

*  Maker  of  bows  and  arrows. 
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clorh-yard  and  more  !  and  I  should  not 
have  feared  to  meet  him^  in  his  capable 
form,  at  day-light,  in  the  field. — But  that 
I  should  hear  such  a  story  told  of  the 
purlieus  of  Waltham,  grieves  me  feather- 
deep!" 

Years  do  not  always  bestow  wisdom. 
The  junior  page  had  more  sense  than  his 
SLiiperior. 

*'  This  is  unwitting  to  the  purpose, 
homely  Gerard  !"  remarked  he.  *'  My 
lord  wishes  to  know  what  is  the  story, 
and  not  to  listen  to  your  opinion  con- 
cerning it.  Be  wary,  knaves  !  The  lady 
Matilda  is  present.** 

*^  With  much  reverence  to  your  lady- 
ship^s  presence/*  said  the  steward  of  the 
ward-room,  "  here  is  one  who  has  seen  a 
ghost  1" 

On  thiS;,  the  earl  and  Matilda  regarded 

a  man 
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a  man  whose  looks  did  indeed  bespeak 
terror  to  the  extreme.  His  hairs  seemed 
bristles  on  his  dewy  forehead  ;  his  eyes 
beamed  with  more  fire  than  it  could  rea- 
dily be  deemed  possible  for  such  lack- 
lustre c/^cs  to  possess ;  his  mouth  was 
open  wl\  '  wonder ;  and  every  joint 
seemed  st.uened  by  alarm,,  for^  push  him 
where  they  would,  he  still  retained  the 
^If-same  attitude  in  which  he  was  placed. 
Matilda  would  now  have  risen  to  de- 
part, for  she  believed,  from  all  appear- 
aiK^e,  that  the  panic  of  the  servitors  ori- 
ginated in  some  grovelling  fancy,  need- 
less  and  unsuited  to  her  ear;  but  the  earl 
gently  restrained  her.  "  Sit,  my  child!" 
said  he  ;  "  I  shall  soon  dismiss  these  unhal- 
iowed  carles,  and  much  I  wish  for  you 
to  smooth  the  pillow  on  which  I  endea- 
vour to  gam  repose." 

B  3  *<  Reveal 
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'*  Reveal  your  tidings  !"  said  the  ju* 
nior  page  to  the  ghost-seer:  "  My  lord's 
quiet  must  not  be  thus  rudely  trifled 
with/' 

Then  the  affrighted  wretch  commenced 
his  tale.  *'  I  had  been  to  carry  *v*ne  daily 
dole/'  said  he,  **  from  the  castlf  o  the  hos- 
pital for  poor  men  that  joins  ti^e  monas- 
tery of  St.  Ambrose  ;  and  as  twilight  was 
drawing  on^  I  hurried,  and  could  not 
help  bethinking  me  mightily  of  those 
lights  which  have  latelv  so  much  amazed 
x^s  all- " 


''Lights  ?"  interrupted  the  carl;  ''what 
mean  you  ?'* 

"Oh,  it's  true!  it's  all  true  !*'  ex- 
claimed several  voices  at  once.  *'*  We 
thought  to  conceal  it  from  your  lordship, 
seeing  your  lordship  was  infirm,  and  the 
like  of  that,  but  Baldwin  tells  no  false- 
hood. 
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flood.  For  several  ni^<^hts  past  the  hea« 
vans  have  seemed  to  be  on  fire  ;  anct 
there  are  who  will  swear  that  they  have' 
seen  a  little  quivering  flame  play  about 
the  turret  which  hangs  over  the  hall  of 
justice." 

''  And  what  boot  these  idle  fancies  to 
your  idle  tale?"  said  Matilda^  who  knew 
the  weak  stj\^e  o^  her  father's  mindj  and 
who  was  timid  and  reserved  only  when 
duty  omitted  a  claim  on  her  fortitude. 

''Attend  to  the  lady  Matilda's  honoured 
wish  !"  said  the  junior  page,  in  an  under- 
voice.     "  Be  concise  !" 

*'  God  forgive  me,  if  I  did  wrong!" 
continued  the  trembling  vassal  ;  "  but  1 
could  not  help  thinking  of  the  lights  f 
^So,  when  I  had  got  to  the  edge  of  the 
wood,  it  grew  still  more  gloomy,  and  I 
began  to  marvel  wh^her  Gregory  fabled 

B  4  Oi' 
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or  not  when  he  said  he  had  heard  a  wail- 
ing moan,  just  at  the  hour  of  twelve,  on 
the  eastern  ramparts '' 

"  Grant  me  patience  \"  cried  the  page, 
still  speaking  in  a  chastened  tone,  "  will 
you  collect  your  wits,  or  are  you  deter- 
mined to  provoke  my  lord's  vengeance  ?** 

"Oh!  saint  Anthony  forbid!"  cried 
the  vassal ;  *'  for  if  I  am  sent  to  the  dun- 
geon, though  I  can't  see  the  lights,  I  may 
hear  the  wail,  and  the  ghost  will  be  al- 
ways at  my  elbow." 

"  Come  to  the  ghost  then,  most  elo- 
quent dolt  !"  said  the  earl,  affecting  a 
smile  of  disdain. 

'*  So  after  I  had  had  these  thoughts,'* 
resumed  the  varlet,  "  I  began  to  think — 
good  sir  page  !  do  not  frown  on  me  in 
that  guise  !  I  am  terrified  enough  al- 
ready.    I  began    to    think  of  all  I  had 

known 
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known  that  are  dead,  and  crossed  myself 
for  fear  I  should  ever  see  an  apparition* 
No  sooner  had  I  done  so,  and  repeated  a 
paternoster,  but  it  came  full  upon  me  I  I 
was  by  the  wood-ed^e,  and  saw  it  as  clearly 
as  I  see  my  lord's  face  at  this  instant.  It 
glided  from  the  midst  of  the  trees,  and 
was  -taller  than  when  it  hnd  life.  Its 
garments  were  of  much  dignity,  though 
it  was  closely  wrapped  in  a  surcoat  of 
woollen  black.  Its  hair  was  all  spread 
out  wildly,  and  it  had  a  <:ap  drawn  over 
ats  pale  face,  without  any  {)lume.  It 
crept  along  lighter  than  the  brush  of  the 
wind.     I  looked,  and  saw  that  it  was  the 

apparition  of '*  here  he  paused,  anc; 

shuddered  with  the  eiiergy  of  real  terror. 

"  Of  whom  ?"  said  the  earl. 

**  The  apparition    of    bir   Cuthbert  !  ' 
answered  the  vassal. 

b5  At 
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At  this  sound  Matilda  fell  back  on  her 
father's  couch,  while  the  earl  started  up. 
''  Remove  that  dreaming  knave  from  my 
^  presence  !"  said  the  earl,  "and  hold  him 
in  fast  confinement  till  my  farther  orders. 
By  the  good  year  !  we  shall  shortly  have 
our  castle  peopled  with  apparitions.— 
Begone  '/' 

The  crowd  retired  with  many  groans 
of  apprehension,  and  as  many  prophetic 
murmurs.  When  the  room  was  cleared, 
the  earl  turned  to  Matilda.  *'  You  had 
better  retire,  daughter,  to  your  own 
apartment/*  said  he.  "  The  crude  imper- 
tinence of  these  menials  is,  in  truth,  of- 
fensive/' Matilda  faintly  bowed,  and 
kissed  his  hand.  Her  nurses  were  sum- 
moned, and  she  immediately  returned  to 
ber  chamber. 

The  shock  which  Matilda  had  received 

was 
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was  greater  than  the  occasion  seemed  to 
warrant.  The  witless  fancies  of  such  im- 
potent hinds  her  native  strength  of  under- 
standing would  have  taught  her  to  deride, 
had  the  quiet  of  any  other  pale  and  en-- 
tombed  corse  than  that  of  Cuthbert  been 
profaned  by  their  imaginings.  But  the 
verv  name  of  her  lost  husband,  when 
pronounced  by  rude  and  irreverent  lips, 
made  her  heart  tremble  throuojh  its  dear- 
est  recesses.  Scarcely  less  presumptuous 
would  she  have  deemed  the  hand  which 
dared  to  molest  the  cearments  around  his 
mouldering  frame,  or  to  withdraw  the 
pillow  from  his  cold  head,  than  the  lip 
which  ventured  to  fable  a  tale  touching 
the  re-appearance  of  a  spirit  so  guilMess 
and  so  truly  honoured.  Her^oul  turned, 
in  weeping,  disdain,  from  (he  idea  of 
€uthbcrt's  name  being  joined  to  n  tale  ot' 
»  ^  womie^/ 
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\NO)u!er  among  the  coarse  and  unfeeling 
vassalers  at  a  servile  board. 

This  nnpropitious  occurrence  likewise 
revived  the  image  of  Cuthbert,  and  the 
recollection  of  past  days  and  blighted 
hopes,  in  her  distressed  bosom.  The 
hour  of  her  hasty  marriage  ;  the  torture 
of  her  suspense  while  waiting  for  intelli- 
gence from  father  Laurence ;  and  the 
horrible  despair  by  which  she  was  op- 
pressed when  news  arrived  that  her  hus- 
band >N'as  indeed  no  more  ;  all  passed  in 
dread  array  before  her  recollection.  Bit- 
ter drops  fell  on  the  cheek  of  her  ]\n\e 
one  as  she  gazed  on  his  face^  while  he 
lay,  in  seeming  smiles,  upon  her  knee  ; 
and  again  she  turned  in  distaste  even  from 
the  unconscious  babe  which  she  could 
not  present,  without  horror^  to  the  tomb 
of  him  over  whose  ashes  she  hoped,  one 

day. 
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day,    to    kneel    in     unrebuked    lamen- 
tation. 

She  caused  her  child  to  be  placed,  at 
nn  early  hour,  on  her  gilded  bed  of  care, 
and  dismissed  her  damsels  and  the  nurses, 
for  a  time,  that  she  might  freely  enjoy 
woe  in  the  shape  of  meditation. 

She  paced  her  chamber  with  folded 
arms  and  an  uneven  step.  She  listened 
to  the  whispering  \vind  which  stole  along 
the  battlements.  Its  cadence  was  hollow 
and  mournful,  and  she  fancied  that  it 
sighed  in  response  to  her  misery.  She 
approached  her  cabinet.  She  applied  a 
key  to  the  secret  drawer.  Her  hand 
trembled.  ''  What  is  my  unchastized 
palm  about  to  do?"  cried  she.  ''  Oh 
God !  it  is  a  mother  !  Oil  miserable 
thought  !  it  is  a  wife,  who  would  dare  to 
5  unfold 
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unfold  the  precious,  yet  agonizing  con- 
tents of  this  recess  !" 

She  recoiled  from  the  cabinet  in  terror. 
Yet  she  slowly  returned.  ''  Once,"  mur- 
mured she,  ^'  once  more  !  —  it  is  night — 
lam  by  myself^ — ah!  there  is  an  eye,, 
profound  as  is  this  quiet,  impenetrable 
to  mortal  vision  as  are  those  shades — 
there  is  an  eye  which  follows  the  crimi- 
nal to  his  covert,  and  looks  on  him,  be 
the  solitude  thrice- told  hush  and  awful  ! 
yet,  it  is  an  eye  of  pity  ;  and  it  may  not 
regard  with  frowns  the  trembling  action 
of  a  wretch  whose  breast  is  so  mightily 
oppressed  with  sorrow  and  distraction." 

She  unclosed  the  drawer,  and  took 
forth  a  paper.  Her  hand  shook  while  she 
iilanced  at  the  contents.  Her  eve  first 
ii\ed    on  the  signature  :    "  Ah,    dearest 

Matilda  !" 
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Matilda!"  she  saw  written^  "believe 
that  the  power  of  worlds  could  not  ren- 
der me  untrue.  Oh  !  believe  me  ever 
thine,  Cuthbert."  At  that  instant  her 
babe,  which  lay  on  the  bed,  made  a  wail- 
ing noise.  The  paper  fell  from  her  hand, 
and  a  gush  of  tears  dimmed  her  eyes  as 
she  hastened  to  the  comfort  of  her  infant 

When  assured  that  her  child  slept,  she 
returned,  and,  with  an  averted  face, 
closed  the  drawer — for  ever  ! 

In  a  neglected  corner  of  the  room 
stood  her  virginals.  She  had  not  touched 
a  key  since  the  day  which  brought  intel- 
ligence of  Cuthbert's  death.  Frances 
liad  been  skilled  in  the  heavenly  art  which 
has  power  to  lull  every  emotion,  except 
those  of  remorse  and  despair.  Often  had 
she  called  forth  melancholy  strains,  v/hile 
sympathising  with  her  lady's  sorrow;  but 

the 
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the  hand  of  Frances  was  now  cold  and 
wasted  Matilda,  at  this  moment,  bes- 
towed  a  thought  on  the  early  grave  of 
so  innocent  a  victim.  "  Ail  dead  !'  said 
she  ;  *'  even  my  poor  faithful  maiden, 
who  comforted  me  with  tears — even  she 
must  die  !'' 

Sorrow,  like  suspicion,  is  prone  to 
nourish  itself  with  food  of  its  own  crea- 
tino-.  She  touched  the  kevs  of  x'i\e  in- 
strument.  It  was  the  sound  of  a  long- 
lost  friend  !  She  sat  down,  and  elicited 
a  strain  so  pensive  that  joy  might  have 
paused  in  its  flippant  career,  and  have 
siohed  while  it  listened.  Mechanically 
she  led  melody  through  the  meanders 
approved  by  *nim  who  had  once  imbibed 
rapture  from  her  music.  It  was  the  fa- 
vourite tune  of  Cuthbert,  and  was  no 
olher  thaa  (he  music  of  that  simple  and 

melancholy 
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melancholy  song  which  has  for  its  bur- 
den the  words  ''  Oh  !  Willow^  Willow, 
Willow  I" — Twice  she  repeated  the  me- 
lody of  a  verse.  Unconscious  tears 
streamed  down  her  cheeks  while  she 
played.  Cuthbert*s  grave  Was  present  to 
her  fancy  as  her  notes  arose,  and  she 
seemed  paying  a  funereal  tribute  to  his 
shade  !  The  idea  was  too  keen  to  be 
long  cherished  ;  and  she  quitted  the  in- 
strument, though  the  strain  still  echoed 
to  her  imagination,  and  ''  Willow,  Wil- 
low, Willow  !''  she  still  murmured^  and 
waved  her  hand,  as  if  bidding  farewell  to 
the  spot  in  which  her  heart  lay  buried. 

She  sat  down  and  hid  her  face  with  her 
hands,  while  she  sank  the  prey  of  a  lan- 
guor so  lulling,  yet  so  oppressive,  that 
she  was  ignorant  of  the  lapse  of  time, 
unconscious  of  all  which  surrounded  her. 

When 
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When  she  arose,  she  felt  assured,  front 
the  state  of  the  tapers  which  burned  at 
the  distant  end  of  the  room,  that  much 
time  had  passed;  yet  her  child  stili  slept; 
and  so  soothing,  though  melancholy,  was- 
the  tone  of  her  solitary  reflections,  that 
she  had  not  power  to  interrupt  them  by 
summoning  the  attendants,  who  were  ac- 
customed to  sleep  in  her  apartment.  She 
approached  the  window.  The  moon 
shone  with  tranquil  lustre.  Every  breeze 
slept  behind  the  distant  woods  !  She 
leaned  on  the  stone  basement  of  the 
fretted  window,  and  gazed  on  the  pensive 
beauties  which  lay  scattered  below. 

Since  the  night  of  her  ill-starred  nup- 
tials with  sir  Everard,  Matilda  had  changed 
her  chamber.  Even  the  decorated  bed 
of  that  night*s  mischances  she  had  aban- 
doned, and  had  moved,  with  every  article 

of 
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of. furniture  to  which  she  had  been  acciis- 
in  her  hours  of  maiden-retirement,  to  an 
apartment  at  some  distance  from  that 
which  she  had  formerly  occupied.  So 
little  had  she  heeded  the  external  beau- 
ties commanded  by  her  new  situation, 
that  even  the  prospect  from  the  ^vindow 
at  which  she  now  stood  was,  in  some 
measure,  novel  to  her.  She  dwelt,  with 
melancholy  pleasure,  on  the  luxurious 
repose  which  prevailed.  Not  a  leaf  of 
the  dark  mass  of  woodland  was  disturbed; 
the  moonbeams  seemed  to  slumber  over 
the  snpw-white  verdure  of  the  park  ;  the 
deer  browsed,  without  alarm,  on  the  open 
plain,  or  fearlessly  adventured  to  the 
very  edge  of  the  castellated  building 
which  contained  their  persecutors. 

Matilda  strove  to  decipher  the  features 
of  the  surrounding  scenery.     Some  ob- 
jects; 
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jects  she  thought  that  she  recognized ; 
but  then  a  deep  shadow  intervened,  and 
her  apprehensions  were  confused.  Sh^ 
examined  the  majestic  tuft  on  the  right. 
A  tree,  of  peculiar  shape,  withered  and 
leafless,  with  branches  of  most  fantastic 
imagery,  met  her  eye.  Conviction  flashed 
through  her  mind.  It  was  the  tangled 
coppice  x)f  beech  which  bordered  on  the 
monastery  of  St.  Ambrose !  At  that 
moment  the  monastery  bell  tolled.  She 
looked  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  and 
saw  the  gilt  vanes  of  St.  Ambrose  glitter- 
ing  in  the  moonbeams. 

She  clung  for  support  to  the  frame- 
>vork  of  the  window,  and  wept  a  tribute 
to  the  well-known  outlines  of  the  saintly 
pile.  The  bell  ceased  to  toll,  and  all 
was  again  silent.  But  soon  a  gentle 
breeze  arose  ;  it  died  away  ;  and  Matilda 

was 
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was  convinced  that  she  heard  soft  foot- 
steps.    She   timidly    looked  below,  and 
saw  a  figure,  steajing  cautiously  along  the 
pavement  of  the  rampart.     A  motive  of 
blended  fear  and  curiosity  caused  her  to 
examine  this  figure,  as  it  stole  alonor  the 
enlightened  path  beneath.     It  was  v;rap- 
ped  closely  in  a  dark  cloak,  and  a  knightly 
cap  or   helmet  concealed   its  head.     Its 
motion  was  that  of  watchful  apprehen- 
sion, yet  there  was  an  air  of  dignity  at- 
tending on  it  which  rose  superior  to  fear 
and  disguise.     As  it  trod  with  lightness, 
yet  with  a  majesty  of  action,  while  the  sil- 
ver raoonrays  half-revealed    the  peculia- 
ritv  of  its  attire,  it  seemed  like  the  ohost 
of  a  departed  hero,  revisiting  the  rampart 
it  had  once  defended,  rather  than  a  crea- 
ture of  accustomed  days  and  of  earthly 
texture. 

She 
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She  watched  the  most  trivial  motion  of 
so  unusual  an  appearance.  The  form 
passed  carefully  beneath  her  casement. 
A  slight  noise  arose  in  the  distance,  and 
the  hand  of  this  strange  visitant  directly 
grasped  the  burnished  hilt  of  a  sword. 
The  noise  sank  away,  and  the  figure  trod 
onwards.  When  it  came  beneath  the 
window  of  the  room  which  Matilda  had 
formerly  occupied,  it  stopped.  It  fell  on 
one  knee,  and  seemed  lost  in  agitation. 
It  arose.  The  cloak  fell  back.  One  I 
hand  lifted  the  cap  or  helmet,  which  it 
wore,  and  Matilda  beheld — all  pale  and 
sorrowful,  but  stiil  marked  in  lines  too 
strong  to  be  mistaken — the  resemblance 
ofCurhbert! 

She  faintly  screamed,  and  tottering  to 
the  bed,  fell  on  it,  beside  her  infant,  and 
called  for.her  attendants, 

She 
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She  was  lono;  inanimate;  and  when 
she  recovered,  her  babe  was  crying  pire- 
ously  for  her  succour.  The  voice  of  her 
infant  was  a  charm  which  banished  every 
terror  that  superstition,  or  a  disease  of 
fancy  could  create.  She  recollected  the 
pensive  and  futile  languor  of  her  solitary 
meditation,  and  felt  convinced  that  a 
waking-dream  had  imposed  on  her  judg- 
ment; weakened  as  was  that  judgment 
by  long-suffering,  and  the  cloudy  remains 
of  mental  distemper. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.  II. 


Matilda  rose  in  the  morning,  displeased 
with  herself,  and  unsettled  in  her  reflec- 
tions. She  looked  at  the  ring  which  sir 
Everard  had  placed  on  her  finger,  and 
turned  indisjnantlv  from  a  remembrance 
of  the  indulgencies  into  which  she  had 
sunk  on  the  preceding  evening.  She 
pressed  her  child  to  her  breast,  and  ab- 
horred the  feeling  which  could  tempt  her 
to  regard  with  aversion  a  petal  form  so 
lovely,  and  a  soul  so  ductile  and  spotless. 
The  mind  on  which  estrangement  has 

once 
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once  placed  its  many-fingered  hand,  only 
possesses  self-dependance  when  it  swims 
over  the  tranquil  lake  of  fortune's  more 
lenient  mood.  A  light  storm  upsets  a 
wavering  judgment.  If  once  the  pilot 
lose  sight  of  land,  chimeras  rise  with 
every  mist,  and  the  genius  of  the  deep 
stands  identified  in  every  wave  which 
washes  over  the  fragile  bark  !  Of  this  in- 
herent weakness  the  recovered  maniac 
possesses  a  consciousness.  Thus,  when 
Matilda  reviewed  the  events  of  the  even- 
ing, and  recollected  the  strange  and  ec- 
static delight  she  had  derived  from  the 
melancholy  which  oppressed  her,  she  felt 
assured  that  her  uncertain  mind  had  wan- 
dered into  the  mazes  of  an  imaginary 
world,  and  that  the  form  of  Cuthbert  had 
appeared  only  to  the  sick  eye<of  an  ele- 
vated fancy. 

VOL.  IV.  c  Her 
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Her  nurses  raised  her  infant  from  the 
bed;  and  when  they  presented  it  to  Ma- 
tilda^  the  boy  never  looked  so  lovely,  so 
healthy,  and  attractive.  His  dimpled 
face  borrowed  roses  of  a  livelier  red  from 
the  warmth  of  the  bosom  on  which  his 
cheek  had  rested.  Warmth  is  the  early 
infant's  best  nurture  ;  his  little  limbs  ex- 
panded to  the  glow  which  cherished  them, 
and  his  arms  were  wantonly  stretched  forth, 
as  if  emulous  of  new  bulk  and  vigour. 

Ah  !  not  more  eagerly  were  those  little 
arms  stretched  forth,  than  a  mother's  bo- 
som expanded  to  receive  them.  Matilda 
strained  the  child  to  her  heart,  and  an 
angel  could  not  whisper  sweeter  comfort 
than  was  imparted  by  the  touch  of  the 
babe,  when  she  spread  its  dimpled  hand 
on  her  neck,  and  pressed  the  little  fingers 
with  a  mother's  tenderest  kiss. 

She 
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She  dismissed  the  nurses,  and  apT 
proached  the  painted  image  of  St.  Ebba^ 
which  was  placed  in  her  oratory.  She 
knelt  before  the  effigy  of  that  I\oly 
maiden,  and  with  the  infant  still  clasped 
to  her  bosom^  poured  forth  her  soul  in 
reverend  prayer.  ''Oh,  celestial  niaiden  !'* 
said  she,  ^'gentle  intercessor  for  the 
pardon  of  every  vagrant  thought  and 
weak  transgression  !  thou  who  hovercst 
over  the  waking  virgin's  j-illow,  and  no-> 
test  each  throb  which  causes  her  bosom 
to  rise  or  her  heart  to  sigh  !  receive  my 
thanks  for  the  protection  of  this  perilous 
jiight;  and  grant  rae  thy  sheltering  wing 
through  every  unborn  event,  of  the  x\ew 
day  !  Lo  !  I  present  a  kindred  cherub 
to  thy  notice.  Shield  my  child  !  Guard 
ihe  bloom  on  his  cheek  from  .the  fell 
hand  of  every  demon  of  di^teoiper  that 
c  2  hovert 
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hovers  in  the  troubled  air.  Watch  the 
expanding  bud  of  his  dormant  soul ;  and 
let  the  first  thought  that  arises  to  his  in- 
fant perception,  impart  innocence  to 
those  which  follow,  and  which  tend  to 
shape  the  character  of  his  future  bearing! 
Thus,  thrice,  I  cross  myself,  and  repose, 
holy  saint !  on  the  merits  of  thy  inter- 
cession." 

She  then  left  the  oratory,  and  stooped 
beside  the  carved  oaken  cradle  of  her 
child,  intending  to  place  him  on  the  pil- 
low for  which  his  half-closed  eyes  already 
seemed  to  ask;  but  the  door  was  suddenly 
opened,  and  one  of  her  damsels  entered 
the  room  with  much  abruptness. 

"  You  are  heedless,  Constance  !"  said 
Matilda,  (who  was  offerded  in  regard  to 
her  own  feelings,  by  the  abruptness  of 
the  damsel,  for  ai  y  sudden  noise  fearfully 

oppressed 
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oppressed  her. )  "  Weet  you  that  you 
might  disturb  the  slumber  of^  my  child  ?" 

''  Oh,  grant  me  pardon  !"  cried  Con- 
stance, ''  I  really  forgot  !  But  I  have 
seen  such  a  sight !  I  have  such  a  tale  to 
tell  !" 

Matilda's  mind  now  vibrated  on  the 
most  gentle  touch.  She  stood  transfixed 
by  the  cradle-side,  and  even  lacked 
power  to  place  her  babe  on  the  ready 
pillow  ;  much  less  could  she  command  a 
single  word  of  interrogation. 

''  You  will  not  believe  me,  my  lady  !'* 
continued  Constance.  '*  Oh^  I  am  sure 
you  will  not  believe  me  !  Nobody  will, 
I  shall  have  to  talk,  without  credit,  to 
every  one— and  all  this  comes  of  that 
blundering  varlet,  Baldwin  !  of  all  knaves 
(except  the  enemies  of  the  church),  I 
c  3  declare 
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deelare  I  hate  your  knave  who  disguises 
truth  with  fables.*' 

Here  Constance  paused  for  breath ; 
but  no  word  from  Matilda  prevented  her 
from  following  the  current  of  her  elo- 
quence according  to  her  own  fancy. 

"  I  would  not  trust  my  own  foster- 
brother,"  resumed  Constance,  ''  if  he 
looked  with  the  eyes  of  twilight,  and  had 
ever  heard  of  such  a  thing  as  a  ghost  \ 
A  cap  without  plumes,  and  a  surcoat  of 
woollen  black  ?  Oh,  the  rnarveilous 
knave  !  But  you  shall  hear,  dear  lady  ! 
J  went — for  I  am  fond  of  quiet-^I  think 
those  galleries  so  attractive ;  I  like  that 
staircase  better  'than  any  other  ;  I  am 
sUrfe,  my  dear  lady>  you  da  not  want  to 
Iinow  th^  reason ;  but  I  went>  only  some 
sfeveii  or  twelte  minutes  backj  along  the 

secret 
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secret  passage  which  leads  to  the  tapestry- 
entrance  of  my  lady  Qilibert's  room.  I 
stopped  and  hid  myself  in  a  corner,  just  to 
the  right  of  the  stone  pillar  by  the  painted 
window^  if  your  ladyship  was  ever  there  ? 
for  I  saw  a  cavalier  coming  out  of 
lady  Gilibert's  private  door-way.  Your 
ladyship  must  needs  think  that  I  strained 
my  eyes  to  the  utmost,  and  not  without 
cause ;  for  I  perceived — oh,  wonder- 
ful ! " 

Here  she  paused,  and  passed  the  beads 
of  her  rosary. 

"  Speak  !"  cried  Matilda,  struggling 
for  utterance,  ^' what  did  you  perceive  ?" 

"  That  the  cavalier  was  sir  Cuthbert 
Evelyn,  on  my  life  !"  returned  Constance. 

The  child  fell  from  Matilda's  hands  on 

the  soft  matting  of  its  cradle.     ''  Speak 

again  !"  said  she,  '*  and  let  me  not  believe 

c  4  I  heard 
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I  heard  you  rightly  !  Say  that  I  am  still 
in  a  delirium !  Who  was  the  cavalier 
that  you  perceived  ?" 

'*■  Sir  Cuthbert  \"  answered  Constance, 
''  supposed  by  all  to  be  dead.  Lady  I 
doubt  not  my  verity.  I  saw  his  eyes — 
I  heard  his  voice." 

"  Then,  may  a  thunderbolt  fall  and 
strike  my  brain  to  shivering  atoms  !"  ex- 
claimed Matilda,  sinking  on  her  knees. 
*'  It  is  completed  !  Now,  look  down,  ye 
furies  that  have  spread  your  spell  over 
my  soul  !  Ye  ministers  of  fate,  now  fi- 
nish your  ghastly  work,  and  divide  my 
bleeding  heart  among  you  !  Soft  ye, 
awhile  !"  said  she,  rising,  and  looking 
round  with  a  delirious  smile;  "  much 
fitting  it  is  that  I  review  your  goodly 
work.  Hold  ye,  gentle  fiends !  Let 
loose  my  thoughts  for  one  jocund  mi- 
nute; 
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nute;  then  take  them  for  ever  !  One 
husband  beloved — Did  I  ?  Oh,  yes  !  my 
heart  treasured  him,  once,  in  its  closest 
fold  !  We  were  married,  I  recollect — 
married  in  the  fair  face  of  the  churchy 
and  father  Laurence  was  the  man  who 
blessed  the  baiid. — Then  comes  another 
— yes,  another  husband  i  He  presses  to 
my  bed.  He  folds  me  to  his  bosom. 
Oh,  hideous,  loathsome  object !  that  is  his 
child  which  twists  its  scorpion  form  in 
yonder  murky  hole  !  and  I — /  am  its 
mother  I" 

Thus  wildly  speaking,  she  threw  her- 
self prostrate  on  the  floor,  and  so  violent 
was  her  agitation,  that  blood  gushed  from 
her  lips  as  she  tore  her  tresses  in  frantic 
agony. 

Suddenly  starting   from   the   ground, 

she  seized  the  arm  of  her  affrighted  com- 

c  5  panion. 
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panion,  and  drew  her  to  the  cradle-side. 
''Why,  Agatha!''  cried  she,  ^^'why, 
frunces  1  art  itiad  >  Do  hot  you  know 
that  he  is  forthcoming,  and  yet  yoii  fail 
tp  riemove  the  foul  monster  from  his 
view  r  Aw^y  with  it !  Bear  the  hideous 
creature  from  his  sight,  or  he  will  murder 
it !     Take  the  child  heiice,  I  say  V* 

Constance  was  lost  in  amazement  and 
terror ;  but  she  lifted  the  infant  from  the 
cradle,  and  was  treading  with  it  towards 
the  door,  when  Matilda  flew  eagerly  after 
her,  issuing  screams  of  distress.  "  Mon- 
ster !  assassin!  wretch  I"  exclaimed  she, 
"you  aire  going  to  slaughter  my  new- 
born babe  !  Oh,  scandal  to  the  name  of 
woman  !  Come  hither,  my  child  !  Thus, 
folded  to  my  breast,  I  will  guard  you 
from  their  weapons;  or,  thus  lifted  to  the 
length  of  my  frantic  arm,  I  will  bear  you 

to 
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to  the  top  of  the  deluge  of  blood  which 
overwhelms  me.  You  shall  be  the  last 
to  sink.     I  now  am  only  a  mother  !" 

She  placed  her  child  on  the  bed,  and 
threw  herself  beside  it  with  such  wild  and 
pointless  execrations  as  were  doubly 
frightful  when  issued  by  so  innocent  a 

lip. 

Thus  she  lay,  while  the  terrified  attend- 
ant now  soothed  the  child,  (which  Ma- 
tilda, how-ever,  would  not  permit  her  to 
touch)  and  now  wept  over  the  mother— 
all  ast<i)unded  by  a  scene  of  so  much  hor- 
ror !  when  lady  Gilibert  entered  the 
chamber. 

Never  has  painter  exhibited  a  face  of 
such  wondrous  meaning  as  that  now  pre- 
sented by  lady  Gilibert.  A  concourse  of 
bursting  emotions  stood  expressed  in  her 
countenance.  Scarcely  less  distraught 
c  6  appeared 
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appeared  the  dame  than  the  subdued  in- 
nocent whom  she  approached,  though 
it  was  evident  that  she  exerted  every  ef- 
fort to  restrain  the  portentous  tide  which 
pressed,  like  an  embattled  phalanx*  on 
her  soul. 

Eagerly,  and  unheedful  of  the  pre- 
sence of  Constance,  she  advanced  to  the 
bed  of  Matilda;  but  vain  was  every  ef- 
fort at  communication.  Bootless  was  all 
the  natural  rhetoric  of  the  impassioned 
sentences  which  passed  her  lip.  The  iron 
rod  of  oppression  had  dispensed  its  hea- 
Ticst  blow.  The  brain  was  all  benumbed 
and  reckless,  in  the  tender  fibres  of  which 
fate  had  placed  its  bitterest  tooth. 

The  wrecked  mariner  clasps  to  his  bo- 
som the  plank  which  has  wafted  him  to 
ihe  rocks ;  the  wretch  escaped  from  con 
jfbgration  strains  in  his  widowed  arms  the 

casket 
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casket  which  he  grasped  amidst  the  flames, 
though   he  is  ignorant  of  its  contents. 
Such    was    the    delirious   idolatry   with 
which  Matilda  pressed  her  child  to  her 
breast^  amidst  the  utter  destruction  of  all 
her  hopes  !     For  any  other  object  she  had 
no  eye,  no  ear,  save  such  as  the  impri- 
soned maniac  bestows  on  the  sunbeam 
which  reveals  the  horrors  of  his  cell,  or 
lends  to  the  night-breeze  which  wakes 
the  terrors  of  his  imagination   while  it 
sweeps  along  the  walls  which  confine  him. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP.    IIL 


When  lady  Gilibert  was,  in  some  measure, 
recovered  from  thfC  consternation  which 
overwhelmed  her,  and  had  subdued  the 
first  emotion  of  horror  with  which  she 
viewed  the  confirmed  delirium  of  her 
niece,  she  exacted  a  sacred  promise  from 
Constance  that  the  existence  of  Cuthbert, 
and  his  visit  to  the  castle,  should  not  be 
made  public  until  the  dame  herself  grant- 
ed permission.  Into  this  vow  C6nstance 
entered  with  ready  zeal,  for  she  was  so 
entirely  amazed  and  grieved  by  the  ef- 
fects 
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fects  prodiiced  in  the  fif^t  iiistaricc  of  dis- 
closure^ that  she  believed  fate  to  havei 
delegated   ils   power  to  the  mysterious 
youth,  and  would  almost  have  expected 
d  thunder-clap  to  follow  heriBecond  men- 
tibh  of  his  name. 
'  rt  was  evident  that  Constance  was  cor- 
rect in  her  observance  of  the  door-way, 
ani  that  Cuthbert  and  Tady  Gilibert  had 
really  held  a  secret  interview.     The  con- 
sequences of  that  meeting  were  so  strange 
and  momentous^  that  I  now  have  to  in- 
troduce lady  Gilibert  to  the  stage  as  an 
actress  of  importance  in  our  drama,  in- 
dependently of  her  connexion  with  the 
fortunes  of  Matilda.     At  present  I  for- 
bear to  detail  the  whole   particulars  of 
Cuthbert's  information,  and  deem  it  uri- 
necessary   to   explain    the   source   from 
tvlience  he  derived  intelligence.     Be  it 

sufficient 
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sufficient  to  say  that  his  words  harrowed 
the  bosom  of  his  auditress  with  wonder, 
doubt,  and  agonizing  suspense;  for  he 
informed  her  that  the  child — the  darling 
of  her  hopes,  the  offspring  of  earl  Philip, 
the  babe  so  long  believed  dead,  and 
blended  with  the  earth  which  covered  it, 
was  alive,  and  retained  by  the  power  of 
earl  Rowland,  within  the  battlements  of 
Waltham  castle  ! 

On  leaving  the  room  of  her  uncon- 
scious niece,  (to  whose  assistance  many 
attendants  had  now  arrived  ),  lady  Gilibert 
repaired  to  her  own  chamber,  and  endea- 
voured to  regulate  the  threatening  con- 
fusion of  her  thoughts.  She  paced  the 
room,  she  essayed  to  think,  and  to  sum- 
mon prudence  to  her  reflections.  But  her 
mind  was  all  feeling;  and  the  tumul- 
tuous throbs  of  her  heart  mocked  every 

effort 
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effort  at  regularity  and  coolness.  Though 
so  many  long  years  had  passed^  and  earl 
Rowland's  hand  (from  whatever  cause  his 
forbearance  might  arise)  had  not  dared 
to  touch  the  Irfe  of  his  helpless  nephew, 
this  trembling  mother  now  viewed  every 
particle  of  sand  with  terror  as  it  fell 
through  the  hour-glass,  and  felt  every 
moment  as  an  age  of  terror,  while  her 
son  was  exposed  to  the  vengeance  of  his 
unprincipled  persecutor.  How  often  had 
she  reposed,  in  freedom,  through  long 
and  heavy  hours,  during  which  his  breast 
was  equally  unguarded,  his  doom  not  less 
precarious?  Yet,  now  a  single  moment 
was  too  much  to  leave  in  the  hands  of 
uncertainty,  and  she  would  not  believe 
that  an  hour  could  pass  without  closing 
his  lips  for  ever. 

Could  she  have  reflected  sufficiently  to 

perceive 
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perceive  the  propriety  of  attending  to 
the  directions  of  Cuthbert  (who  had  pro- 
mised to  forward  to  the  castle  an  aiitho- 
ritatire  host  of  assistance,  before  the  fall 
of  day),  she  would  have  avoided  a  world 
of  danger  and  anguish.  But  the  be~ 
reaved  mother  can  only  feel;  and  she 
rushed,  singly  and  unaided,  from  her 
chamber,  determined  to  enter  the  pre- 
sence of  the  earl.  Her  further  purpose 
she  knew  not,  except  that  she  felt  reso* 
lute  not  to  quit  his  apartment  with  life, 
nnless  accompanied  by  her  miserable 
child. 

When  she  arrived  at  the  distant  room 
of  approach  in  which  the  earl's  grooms 
were  now  stationed,  her  progress  was  im- 
peded. With  much  reverence,  and  many 
suited  greetings,  the  grooms  requested 
her  excuse  for  the  boldness  of  their  op- 
position. 
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position.  They  stated  the  strictness  of 
the  orders  which  they  had  received  for 
protecting  the  privacy  of  the  earl's  cham- 
ber, and  informed  the  dame  that  their 
lord  was  still  more  sorely  oppressed  by 
sickness  than  in  the  early  days  of  his  dis- 
temper, and  that  he  had  not  yet  risen 
from  the  bed  which  no  art  could  induce 
to  nurture  him  with  healing  slumbers. 
*'Be  advised  then,  lady  !"said  the  grooms; 
■'  my  lord  must,  in  no  shape,  be  mo- 
lested." 

''  Give  way,  churlish  and  mercenary 
carles!"  exclaimed  the  frantic  mother; 
"  you  are  confederate  with  our  oppres- 
sors !  I  see  guilt  written,  in  broad  dark 
lines,  on  your  threatening  brows.  Give 
way  !  Ribs  of  ice  could  not  restrain  my 
fervour !  Even  now  I  hear  him  scream 
for  succour  !     The  castle  rinsfs  with  the 

piteous 
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piteous  outcry  !  Give  way!  My  son, 
my  son  !  I  hasten  to  protect  you." 

The  Strength  of  the  opposing  servitors 
alone  prevented  her  from  pressing,,  thus 
wildly,  forward  to  the  room  of  guilt  and 
sickness.  She  rent  the  hair  from  ofiTher 
reverend  head,  when  forcibly  prevented 
from  advancing;  and  could  she  have 
looked  dagger?,  would,  haply,  have  sacri-i 
ficed,  without  remorse,  the  adventurous 
bosoms  which  dared  to  form  a  barrier  be- 
tween her  tenderness  and  the  wants  of 
her  desolate  offspring. 

The  piercing  sounds  of  her  mingled 
rage  and  lamentation  had  possibly  reach- 
ed the  room  of  earl  Rowland,  for  Cuth- 
bert*s  mother  (the  earl's  wary  attendant) 
now  appeared,  and  she  started,  in  surprise 
and  dismay,  when  she  beheld  the  frantic 
attitude,  and  heard  the  incoherent  denun- 
ciations 
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ciations  of  the  dignified  interloper.  The 
impassioned  energy  of  lady  Gilibert  re- 
doubled when  she  saw  this  female.  She 
wildly  called  on  her  to  deliver  the  pre- 
cious charge  which  had  been  committed 
to  her  hands,  and  vented  pointless  excla- 
mations of  rage  and  abhorrence.  In  one 
minute  she  termed  the  trembling  wretch 
a  god-abandoned  murderess ;  and  in  the 
next,  upbraided  her  bitterly  with  the  fa- 
bricated tale  of  her  nurseling's  death, 
while  she  knew  that  it  breathed,  though 
she  withheld  it  from  the  light  of  day. 

The  agitation  of  Cuthbert*s  mother 
increased  on  every  fresh  reproach  ;  and 
she  at  length  said,  in  a  low  and  hurried 
manner,  "  Be  tranquil,  uncourteous 
dame  !  This  is  a  return  of  your  sickly 
and  oppressed  fancies.  Be  tranquil,  and 
follow  me." 

*'  Follow 
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*'  Follow  thee  V*  cried  lady  Gilibert, 
recoiling  with  disgust.  "  Buij  yes ;  lead 
on  !  My  mind  changes,  and  I  will  hold 
commune,  even  with  the  foster-nurse  of 
^^t'l  Philip's  injured  son." 
,  Ciithberi's  mother  led,  and  they  en- 
tered a  private  room,  which  was  lined 
with  oak,  and  lighted  by  three  narrow- 
pointed  windows.  At  QXi,c  end  of  the 
room  was  prlacjsd  ian  oratory,  the  front  of 
which  was  curiously  carved  with  inter- 
mingled figures,  flowers,  and  such  crude 
conceptions  as  day  never  beheld  in  breath- 
ing forms  ;  the  bodies  of  friars^  surmount- 
ed by  heads  of  dogs,  of  bats,  of  toads,  or 
the  resemblance  of  women,  perfect  in  all 
r-espectSvexcept  :the  arms,  where,  instead 
of  the  accusitomed  butuan  limbs,  were 
^een  jtwp  mpnstraus  writhing  snakes, 
which  seemed  to  extend  a  tongue  of  ve- 
§  nom 
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nom  towards  all  who  approached.  At 
the  back  of  the  oratory  was  a  painted 
effigy  of  St.  Cyrill  of  Jerusalem.* 

When  lady  Gilibert  entered  the  room, 
she  violently   closed    the  door.      '^  Oh, 
thou  remorseless   monster!"   cried   she, 
'^  do  not  my  eyes  dart  fire  to  thy  soul  } 
Does  not  blood  trickle  from  your  ears 
while  my  words  assail  them  ?     Wretch  I 
you  are  detected.     A  full  burst  of  sun- 
beam breaks  on  the   horrible  gloom  of 
your   most  secret   breast  !     Listen,  and 
sink  through  the  firm  flooring  to  avoid 
my  presence.    I  know  that  you  forged  the 
tale  of  my  babe's  death,  at  the  instigation 
i)f  the  most  pernicious  villain  that  ever 
wore  an  honest  seeming.    I  knoiv  that  ( by 
some   wondrous   ways  of  Providence  !} 

*  Such  grotesque  recesses  were  sometimes  formed  for 
the  purpose  of  penitential  reflection,  by  devotees. 

my 
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my  child  has  been  raised,  even  up  to  the 
manly  age  of  the  present  moment.  I 
know  that  he  breathes  within  the  ram- 
parts of  this  vile  oppressive  mansion  !  I 
now  den^and  him  of  you.  Rely  not  on 
thearm^d  bands  who  wait  upon  your  base 
cmpl-oyer's  call.  Their  steel  has  no  terrors 
for  a  maddened  parent.  This  weak  arm  is 
more  potent  than  a  host  in  mail,  when  it 
is  extended  in  a  mother's  cause,  and  lifted 
for  the  protection  of  a  child  in  peril." 

A  cloud  of  frightful  emotions  had 
passed  over  the  face  of  Cuthbert's  mo- 
ther, while  she  listened  to  this  speech. 
Fear  was  strongly  expressed,  but  hatred 
towards  the  distressed  being  who  threat- 
ened her  stood  depicted  even  in  still 
more  forcible  colours.  She  seemed  to 
feel  th;  t  ruin  was  approaching,  and  to 
medit.ie  the;  most  certain  course  of  stri- 
king 
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king  a  farewell  blow,  of  deadly  rancour, 
to  the  heart  of  her  adversary. 

'^  Most  strong  and  valiant  dame  !*'said 
she,  motioning  towards  the  door,  *'  your 
secret  agent,  niethinks,  placed  too  much 
reliance  on  the  cunning  of  your  breast 
and  the  potency  of  your  arm.  He  should 
have  told  vou  what  cave  contains  the  son 
concerning  whose  existence  he  so  kindly 
informed  you.  Go,  seek  I — No  ^  armed 
band'  molests  your  footsteps.  No  'host 
in  mail*  impedes  your  arm.  Go  seek 
this  wondrous  son  whom  thou  so  much 
wantest  to  behold/' 

She  quickly  passed  lady  Gilibert,  and 
seemed  endeavouring  to  open  the  door. 
''Farewell!"  said  she;  ''should  your 
search  be  unsuccessful,  haply  it  may  so- 
lace you  to  know  that  there  is  one  who  is 
acquainted  with  the  spot  which  contains 

VOL.  IV.  a  him  ? 
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him  ?  When  worlds  cannot  raise  her  to 
your  view,  remember  the  taunts  which 
you  have  ever  been  prone  to  cast,  in 
malignancy,  on  her  suffering  head." 

*'0h,  stay  !''  cried  lady  Gilibert,  "  do 
not  leave  me,  in  charity  1  I  vent  no 
taunt,  I  breathe  no  curse  !  Stay,  and  un- 
fold to  me  the  secret  of  my  child's  re- 
treat !  Behold  !  I  kneel  at  your  feet  ;  I 
clasp  your  knees;  I  weep  before  you  ;  I 
am  all  suppliant  and  humble  \  Do  you, 
do  you  know  the  window  at  which  my 
luckless  child  receives  the  light  of  day  ?'* 

"Yes,  potent  lady!"  returned  she, 
looking  down  with  piercing  malignity 
and  scorn. 

*'  And  can  you,  on  the  instant,  lead 
me  to  him  ?" 

"  I  could,  potent  lady  !"  replied  she. 

'*  Ob,  listen  then  to  my  prayer ;  and 

if 
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ifyoii  deny  to  grant  it,  think  ofmysuppli- 
cation  when  you  kneel  before  God's  foot- 
stool, at  the  day  of  judgment,  and  sink, 
incapable  of  a  claim  on  pity,  to  all  the 
horrors  of  eternal  veno^eance  !     Shew  me 

o 

mv  son,  and  I  forsfive  you  all  the  misery 
you  have  inflicted  !*' 

"  And  that  is  your  fixed  purpose  ?'* 
said  Cuthbert's  mother. 

"  Oh,  I  have  but  one  wish,  one  pur- 
pose !'*  cried  lady  Gilibert.  "  vShew  me 
my  son's  face,  and  1  will  bless  the  hand 
on  which  I  have  been  used  to  look  with 
curses." 

"  I  will  accede  to  your  suit,*'  returned 
she.  "  h  is  meet  that  I  return  such 
transcendant  lenity  with  kindness.  Gen- 
tle lady  !  forgiving  dame !  on  whose 
Jip  taunt  lies  so  lightly,  that  it  changes 
to  endearment  ere  the  ear  catches  the 
n  2  sound  ! 
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sound  !  view  yon  painted  figure  of  St. 
Cyrill.  That  coloured  emblem  alone 
shuts  your  son  from  your  view." 

Lady  Gilibert  had  no  eye  for  the  de- 
jnoniac  triumph  which  was  expressed  in 
the  face  of  her  companion  when  she  ut- 
tered these  words.  Her  ardent  gaze  was 
fixed  on  the  image  of  St,  Cyrill.  ''  That 
figure  !*'  exclaimed  she.  '*^  Oh,  hold  to- 
gether, my  bursting  heart  !  For  mercy's 
sakCj  deceive  me  not !  Is  my  son  indeed 
so  near  ?" 

''  Most  truly  !*'  returned  Cuthbert's 
mother.  ''  Why  open  you  not  the 
pannel?'* 

"  Support  me,  then  !"  said  lady  Gili- 
tert,  with  quivering  eagerness.  ''  Even 
now,  I  had  the  strength  of  the  lioness 
when  she  seeks  her  lost  young ;  but  my 
limbs  have  lost  their  power.     My  eyes 

seem 
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seem  close  beside  the  pannel,  but  I  can- 
not force  thither  my  hand/' 

*'  I  will  help  you  ! ''  said  her  companion. 
"  Ah  !  who  would  think  this  was  the  re- 
lentless lady  Gilibert  that  leans  so  fondly 
on  me?" 

They  entered  the  oratory.  They  were 
close  to  the  pannel — "  I  list  for  his 
voice/*  cried  lady  Gilibert,  ''  but  my  ear 
is  not  yet  ravished  by  his  utterance.  Oh  ! 
the  full  tide  that  presses  on  my  heart  i 
One  moment  I  must  pause  to  gather 
strength.  Oh  !  he  was  the  sweetest  in- 
fant !  What  beauty  mantled  on  his  cheek  \ 
I  remember  the  last  glance  mine  eyes 
caught  of  his  lovely  form.  But,  to  clasp 
him  to  me,  after  so  many  long,  long 
years !  to  see  my  thikl,  earl  Philip'g 
son,  eyectin  manhood,  sense,  and  tender- 
»  3  ness  t 
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ness !     My  heart  will  hold  no  longer. 
Give  him  to  my  arms  !'* 

"  Take  him  i*'  said  Cuthbert's  mother, 
drawing  aside  the  image  of  the  saint,  and 
leading  her  into  a  large  and  antique 
room. 

Lady  Gilibert  saw  a  form.  She  rushed 
forward — *^  My  son  !  my  son  !'*  cried 
she,  opening  her  arms  to  receive  him  to 
her  bosom.  But  what  was  her  horror, 
what  was  her  dismay,  when  she  beheld, 
in  her  long-lost  child,  that  hideous  crea- 
ture which  had  appeared  in  the  hall  on 
Matilda's  bridal-day  ! 

His  lips  were  loathsome  and  unclosed. 
His  large  dull  eyes  never  quitted  the  pi- 
teous glare  of  inanity,  unless  to  assume 
a  transient  look  of  frightful  malice.  His 
hands  appeared  swelled  with  agoni- 
zing 
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zing  exertion.     He  was  a  creature  pos- 
sessed 1* 

"  Oh  monstrous,  oh  horrible  !"  cried 
the  mother,  recoiling  from  the  frightful 
object  before  her.  ''  Is  this  prodigy  of 
Nature  the  offspring  of  my  bosom  ?" 

'^  And  are  you  so  cold  a  parent,*'  said 
her  companion,  "  as  not  to  press  your 
only  son  within  your  arms  ?" 

"Press  it  within  mine  arms!"  cried 
lady  Gilibert,  shuddering  with  disgust, 
"  Oh  !  have  I  lived  to  be  called  mother 
by  that  appalling  object  ?'* 

"  Scornful  dame  !'*  returned  the  pa- 
rent of  Cuthbert,  "  the  youth^s  gentle, 
and  distemper  demands  pity.*' 

The  disfigured  captive  had  earnestly 
fixed  his  eyes  on  lady  Gilibert,   during 

*  Persons,  at  this  period,  afllicteJ  with  an  incurable 
epilepsy,  were  believed  to  be  possessed  by  an  evil  spirit, 

D  4  this 
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this  scene.  He  now  put  forward  his  hands, 
and  moved  towards  her,  uttering  the 
while  a  dreadful  convulsive  laugh  of  seem- 
ing satisfaction.  His  voice  completed 
the  wretched  lady's  dismay.  She  rushed 
from  the  room^  and  fell  prostrate  on  the 
floor  of  the  apartment  which  she  had  first 
entered. 

Cuthbcrt's  mother  took  advantage  of 
lady  Gilibert's  insensibility,  and  removed 
the  object  of  terror  from  the  place  of  its 
concealment.  Convinced  that  the  ut- 
most vengeance  of  earl  Rowland  would 
fall  OB  her  head  if  she  remained  within 
his  power  after  he  acquired  intelligence 
respecting  the  discovery  which  had  oc- 
curred, she  precipitately  quitted  the  cas- 
tle, and  took  with  her  the  wretched  vic- 
tim of  Nature's  severity,  and  Fortune's 
most  bitter  malice. 

CHAP. 
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CHAP.  IV. 


Before  lady  Gilibert  recovered  recollect 
fion,  and  long  before  earl  Rowland  was 
apprised  of  this  important  discovery,  and  . 
'the  consequent  disappearance  of  his  con* 
-fident^  Cuthbert*s  mother,  and  her  op- 
presssed  but  insensate  charge,  were  far 
,  distant  from  the  castle  of  Waltham. 

When  lady  Gilibert  returned  to  clear 
reason,  and  found  that  the  miserable- 
being  to  which  she  had  given  birth  was 
removed,  and  still  in  the  power  of  his- 
abandoned  foster-mother,  parental  soli- 
d5  citude: 
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ci tilde  revived,  with  aggravated  t^oes, 
;  hough  the  object  of  her  care  was  so  of- 
:  :r  e  to  sight,  so  repugnant  to  human 
feeling,  that  even  a  mother  could  not 
view  it  without  abhorrence. 

*'  Great  power  !'*  cried  she,  kneeling, 
*^  who  boldest  this  tremendous  scourge 
over  my  suffering  head  !  it  may  be 
that  my  heart  contained  some  frightful 
thoughts  of  vice,  unknown  even  to  my 
own  conscience.  It  may  be  so  ;  and  it 
must  }>e  that  thou  art  right !  Thus  low  I 
fall,  amid  the  wreck  of  my  last  hope  ;  yet, 
while  I  tear  from  my  throbbing  temple 
this  silver  lock  of  hair — silvered  by  much 
suffering,  rather  than  by  lapse  of  years, 
I  kiss,  with  reverence,  the  hand  that 
presses  in  terror  on  my  soul,  and  own 
that  thou  art  merciful,  even  while  thy 
dispensations  turn  the  current   of  my 

blood 
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blood,  through  horror  !  I  kneel  not  for 
myself;  alas !  I  have  now  no  hope  1 
But,  tremendous  power  !  thou  hast  fated 
me  to  produce  a  being  from  whom  the 
human  eye  and  human  heart  turn  with 
natural  disgust.  In  pity  then  be  thy  arm 
extended  !  Shield  him  from  harm,  and 
grant  that  I  may  tend,  in  safety,  his  mise- 
rable wants,,  in  some  lone  recess  which 
mortal  eye  never  penetrates,  until  one 
grave  hides  us  both  from  the  scorn  or 
wonder  of  our  affrighted  kind  !'* 

The  force  of  lady  Gilibert*s  anxiety  in- 
creased in  every  minute.  That  warm 
feeling  of  maternal  love  which  swelled  in 
iier  breast,  when  she  anticipated  the  de- 
light of  infolding  the  grateful  form  of 
comeliness  and  sensibility,  now  assumed 
the  woful  tenderness  of  compassion.  Every 
imperfection  of  the  suffering  wretch  was 
X)  Q  Ktill 
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Still  the  imperfection  oHier  son.  No  eye 
could  regard  him  with  scorn,  and  refrain 
from  wounding  her  sense  of  shame. 
Love  was  denied  ;  but  pity  assumed  its 
place,  and  prompted  her,  with  equal  ac- 
tivity, to  stiain  every  nerve  in  defence 
of  her  offspring. 

She  reflected^  with  horror,  on  the  pos- 
sibility of  a  woman  so  abandoned  as  the 
wretch  who  had  mocked  her  feelings,  and 
triumphed  over  her  distress,  completing 
the  catalogue  of  her  evil  doings  by  the 
murder  of  the  helpless  sufferer  whose  ex- 
istence exposed  her  to  peril.  When  this 
idct'  first  crossed  her  minii,  the  delay  of  a 
moment  was  not  to  be  endured.  She 
summoned  to  her  distracted  presence  the 
upper  servitors  of  the  castle,  and  com- 
manded them  to  dispatch  immediate 
ifnressengers  in  pursuit  of  the  fugitive. 

But 
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But  the  servitors  were  too  well  instructed 
in  the  arbitrary  disposition  of  their  lord 
to  venture  on  sueh  a  procedure,  without 
the  warranty  of  his  personal  di recti onsv 
They  had  likewise  discovered  the  grow- 
ing dissension  between  the  earl  nnd  his 
matron  sister,   and  readily  knew  how  tO' 
choose  their  party ;  for  your  subordinate 
varlets  about  a  castle,  like  liiose  about  a 
court,  always  discover  right  to  be  on  the 
strongest  side.      With  double  protesta- 
tions of  respect,  therefore,  on  account  of 
their  intenGed  rudeness,   they   declined 
executing  the  lady  Gihbert's  orders. 

Lady  Gilibert's  eagerness,  though  vi- 
vid>  was  no  longer  of  that  nncontroulable 
nature  of  which  it  had  once  appeared. 
We  are  all  the  unconscious  creatures  of 
selfhood  ;  she  was  most  firmly  anxious 
to  procure  the  safety  of  her  wretched 

child;. 
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child,  but  now  that  she  had  no  hope  of 
gratification  from  the  view  and  endear- 
ments of  her  son,  she  was  capable  of  re- 
flecting with  coolness,  and  sedulous  of 
not  overlooking  prudence  while  she  de- 
vised measures  for  his  welfare. 

She  perceived  that  the  present  moment 
truly   presented    the  crisis   of  her   fate. 
Her  suspicions  outran   the  reality  of  the 
surrounding  dangers,  and  she  did  not  he- 
sitate  to    believe  that   the   vassals   were 
privy  to   the  machinations  of  the  earl, 
and  that  a  general  league  was  formed  in 
the  castle  against  the  interests  of  herself 
and  incapable  heir.  Under  this  persuasion 
she  dismissed  the  servitors,  and  prepared 
for  an  immediate   flight  from   Walth^m. 
She  quickly  communicated  her  intention 
to  her  two  attendant  damsels,  who  were 
firmly  attached  to  her  person,  and  they 
6  readily 
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readily  agreed  to  accompany   her  in  the 
undertaking. 

But  no  peril,  no  anxiety,  could  cause  lady 
Gilibert  to  forget  or  to  neglect  the  suffer- 
ings of  Matilda.  She  entered  the  room 
of  her  niece,  and  found  that  the  malady 
of  her  mind  derided  all  argument  of  com- 
fort, while  it  happily  succeeded  in  smo- 
thering all  consciousness  of  present  woe. 
*'  Ah  !*'  said  lady  Gilibert,  when  she 
regarded  the  flushed  cheek  of  the  ma- 
niac, and  pressed  her  burning  hand, 
"  had  /sunk  for  ever  on  such  a  couch, 
but  a  few  short  hours  ago,  I  had  quitted 
remembrance  in  a  blessed  season  !  Poor 
Matilda  !  hapless  as  innocent,  and  an  im- 
pure thought  never  dimmed  the  lustre  of 
your  soul  !  1  have  much  to  say  ;  I  have 
volumes  to  tell.     But  I  speak  to  an  ear  of 

marble  ! 
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marble  !  In  vain  the  big  wish  heaves 
in  my  bosom.  I  am  talking  to  a  statue 
of  affliction!  Oh!  if  gentleness  yet 
dwell  in  the  human  heart;  if  all  breasts 
are  not  indeed  corroded  by  the  demoit 
who  has  scattered  porson  over  our  cala- 
mkous  house;  watch,  you  who  wait  on 
the  sufferings  of  this  afflicted  innocent, 
and  sooth  her  into  calmness.  I  number 
you ;  I  note*  each  form ;  and  treasure  the 
remembrance  of  every  one  among  you* 
1  will  return,  clad  in  terrors,  to  demand 
my  niece  and  her  child  at  your  hands. 
If  you  restore  them,  a  prince's  reward 
shall  be  poor  to  that  with  which  I  will* 
endow  you.'* 

''Methinks,"  said  an  attendant,  with 
respect,  though  with  some  shew  of  of- 
fence in  her   manner,    "  that   my  lady 

Ciliberl 
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Gilibert  might  confide  in  our  zeal  and  at- 
tention !  The  dame  was  not  used  to 
threaten  thus  unkindly." 

"  Be  silent  1"  cried  lady  Gilibert.  ''  I 
will  novcr  trust  again  the  woman  who 
cradles  jn  iinmothered  babe  !  And  yet/' 
said  she,  putting  her  hand  to  her  head, 
"  perhaps  I  wrong  you  !  for,  in  sooth, 
there  is  a  melting  something  in  my  heart 
which  chi.'es  my  ungentleness.  Oh,  shel- 
ter that  babe  with  wings  of  downy  tender- 
ness, aiuK  for  your  sake,  I  will  try  to  for- 
give alv  tbe  remainder  of  my  sex,  save 
one!'* 

With  these  words  she  quitted  the  room. 
She  tried  to  look  on  Matilda  as  she  passed, 
but  her  eyes  were  dimmed  by  tears,  and 
every  object  was  confused  to  her  sight. 

Accompanied  by  her  damsels,  she  im- 
mediately quitted  the  castle,  by  a  pri- 
vate 
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vate  way,  and  safely  reached  the  monas- 
tery of  St.  Ambrose. 

It  was  fortunate  that  she  did  not  linger 
over  her  departure,  for  the  earl  was  shortly 
apprised  of  the  orders  given  by  lady  Gili- 
bert  to  the  servitors^  and  from  the  tenor 
of  those  commands,  he  first  acquired  in- 
telligence respecting  the  flight  of  Cuth- 
bert's  mother.  It  was  now  evident  that 
the  earl's  distemper  originated  in  an  op- 
pression of  fancy,  and  was  nurtured  by 
the  gloom  of  his  reflections,  for  he  started 
hastily  from  the  couch  on  which  he  had 
lain  so  supine  and  reckless,  and  seemed, 
on  the  instant,  prepared  to  combat  with 
Fate  in  its  most  terrific  form.  His  love 
of  subtlety  and  device  did  not  forsake  him 
on  this  emergency.  He  pretended  much 
oflence  at  the  forward  disobedience  of  the 
chief  menials.      ''  Unwitting    knaves  !'* 

cried 
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cried  be,  "  weet  you  not  in  what  high 
respect  1  hold  the  dame,  my  sister  ? 
Hasten  you/*  (pointing  to  one  of  the  at- 
tendants) ''and  dispatch  messengers, 
with  feet  of  fire,  in  pursuit  of  the  fugi- 
tive !  A  hundred  marks  are  the  reward 
of  him  who  brings  her  in.  Begone,  on 
the  moment  !  And  you,"  (addressing 
another)  *'  close  all  the  gates,  and  place 
a  guard  upon  the  ramparts.  Heed  me 
carefully,  and  take  me  aright.  I  fear 
that  the  offence  which  you  have  dared  to 
commit  against  a  dame  so  high  and  noble 
as  the  lady  my  sister,  may  cause  her  to 
quit  my  turrets  in  disgust.  Now,  if  she 
be  suffered  to  pass  the  castle  walls,  with- 
out my  knowledge,  the  whole  guard  sta- 
tioned to  watch  the  ramparts  shall  be 
thrown  into  the  deepest  dungeon  which 

frowns 
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frowns  beneath  the  flooring  on  which  you 
tread/' 

''  My  honoured  lord  !"  replied  a  ser- 
vitor, "  we  will  carefully  watch  her  lady- 
ship when  she  comes  back;  but  she  left 
the  castle  some  time  ago,  and  I  dare  say 
IS  ^one  herself  to  look  after  sir  Guth- 
bert's  mothe   " 

*'  Gone  !"  cried  the  earl,  recoiling  with 
horror  and  alarm,  "  Villain  !  who  dared 
to  let  her  pass  ?  Saddle  my  horse.  Call 
forth  my  esquires.  Gallop  in  every  di- 
rection, and  recall  her  1  If  you  bring  her 
not  back,"  muttered  he,  as  he  sank  back- 
wards on  his  couch,  *'  the  deepest  dun- 
geon will  be  all  too  shallow  for  mine  own 
despair/* 

Starting  suddenly  up,  he  cried,  "Where 
is  my  horse  ?  Why  are  not  my  spurs  al- 
ready 


AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND.  69 

ready  boun4  unta  my  heels  ?     To  horse, 
to  horse,  upon  the  instant  !'* 

"Alas,  honoured  earl!'*  said  the  se- 
nior of  the  vassals,  ''  little  fitting  is  it  for 
one  in  your  lordship's  distempered  state 
to  join  the  activity  of  the  research.  Re- 
pose, sweet  lord !  upon  your  couch. 
Hold  a  tender  care  of  your  sick  con- 
dition !" 

"  Slave  !"  cried  earl  Rowland,  striking 
aside  the  trembling  vassal,  '^  you  are  sub- 
orned to  restrain  and  circumvent  me  ! 
Hence  with  this  caitiff  to  confinement ! 
Let  no  man  speak  with  him  unless  he 
shew  my  gage.  Pratest  thou  of  sickness  ? 
Oh,  perilous  knave  !  bring  forth  my 
horse,  and  if  I  find  not  the  fugitive, 
thou  traitor  !  tremble  at  my  vengeance." 
The  more  knowing  of  the  servitors 
-perceived  that  this  vassal  had   invoked 

his 
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his  doom  by  interfering  with  the  current 
of  the  earl's  passion,  and  by  presenting 
an  object  to  his  unavailing  fury  ;  but  the 
mob  led  forth  the  poor  wretch,  with  a 
persuasion  of  treason  existing  in  the  cas- 
tle, and  shunned,  through  an  ostentation 
of  loyalty,  all  kinds  of  communion  with 
>heh'  inofTensive  co-mate. 


CHAP.  V. 

W;iEN  lady  Gilibert  reached  the  monas- 
tery, she  was  received  by  Cuthbert,  who 
had  named  that  sacred  pile  as  the  place  of 
his  sojournment  while  events  of  so  much 

consequence 
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consequence  were  pending  over  the  for- 
tunes of  himself  and  his  friends.  All 
which  the  dame  had  to  communicate  was 
calculated  to  confoundand  distress  her  un- 
fortunate auditor.  In  Cuthbert's  plan  of 
operations  he  had  devised  every  measure 
in  his  power  to  prevent  the  spcret.ofhis 
existence  from  bursting  suddenly  on  the 
ear  of  Matilda;  but  he  had  neglected  to 
place  sufficient  weight  in  his  calculations^ 
on  the  possibility  of  those  maternal  feel- 
ings by  which  lady  Gilibert  was  actuated, 
causing  such  a  paroxysm  in  her  bosom  as 
might  disconcert  every  part  of  the  ar- 
rangement in  which  she  was  concerned. 
The  same  limited  view  prevailed  while  he 
now  listened  to  the  piteous  and  incohe- 
rent tale  related  by  his  noble  visitor. 
Matilda's  anguish  ;  the  untented  wounds 
which  rent  asunder  her  feelings,  and  bu^ 

ried 
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ried  all  the  tender  mind  in  a  wilderness 
of  unconscious  misery ;  these  were  the 
objects  on  which  he  dwelt  with  bitter  la- 
mentation. Heavy  indeed  was  the  due 
exacted  by  Nature  before  he  had  any 
heart  or  any  ear  for  the  peculiar  sorrows 
o^f  his  venerable  relative. 

But  when  able  to  listen  with  attention 
to  the  point  of  lady  Gilibert's  story,  he 
perceived  that  her  fortunes  rested^  in 
truth,  on  a  most  perilous  and  unsteady 
footing.  He  heard,  with  sympathy  and 
with  horror,  h^r  account  of  the  repulsive 
iippearance  of  the  son  for  whom  she  had 
ventured  so  dearly,  although  he  knew, 
and  had  gently  noticed  to  her,  that  the 
youth  was  not  free  from  infirmity.  When 
he  found  that  his  own  mother  was  so  pro- 
minent and  voluntary  an  actress  in  the 
concealment  and  injurious  treatment  of 

this 
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this  distempered  youth,  he  turned  aside 
his  head  in  silent  anguish^  and  blushed 
for  the  want  of  worth  which  marked  the 
origin  of  the  man  who  had  once  dared  to 
aspire  to  a  union  with  the  noble  and  in- 
nocent Matilda. 

From  lady  Gilibert's  woful  description 
of  the  convulsive  burst  of  laughter  which 
had  so  utterly  appalled  the  guests  assem- 
bled in  the  hall,  and  which  had  sounded 
again  on  her  affrighted  ear,  when  she  be- 
held her  son  in  the  room  of  his  confine- 
ment, Cuthberl  gathered  some  hints  rela- 
tive to  the  horror  by  which  himself  had 
formerly  been  assailed.  He  remembered 
the  convulsive  sound  to  which  he  had  lis- 
tened in  the  hall  of  justice,  and  was  satis- 
fied that  the  source  of  that  frightful  ex- 
clamation now  stood  explained  and  mani- 

voL.  IV,  E  fest. 
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fest.  He  readily  perceived  that  it  was  in 
regard  to  this  miserable  being  that  earl 
Rowland  had  needed  his  assistance  ;  and 
he  turned  in  disdain  from  the  recollec- 
tion of  a  man  who  would  have  proposed 
so  disgraceful  a  league,  even  to  poverty 
like  his  cwn,  when  joined  with  undaunted 
braverv  and  chivalric  honour. 

The  urgent  representations  of  lady 
Gilibert  compelled  him  to  acknowledge 
that  much  dano^er  reallv  existed  in  the 
circumstance  of  his  m«other  possessing 
power  over  the  person  of  the  lady's  son. 
But  he  could  not,  would  not,  admit  the  ex- 
istence of  this  peril  to  the  extent  insinu- 
ated by  lady  Gilibert.  The  object  might 
be  degraded,  the  tie  might  lose  all  dig- 
nity and  every  charm,  but  the  bond  of 
filial  duty  still  did  remain,  and  Cuthbert 

would 
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would  listen  to  no  voice  which  ventured 
to  hint  the  possibility  of  his  mother  deli- 
berately staining  her  hand  with  blood. 

Even  in  the  midst  of  suspense  and  af- 
fliction, lady  Giiibert  was  touched  by  the 
honest  warmth  with  which  Cuthbert  deli- 
vered this  opinion.  '^Ah'/'  said  she, 
clasping  her  hands,  "  if  your  mother, 
knightly  youth  !  had  possessed  this  high 
feeling  of  honour,  this  delicate  sense  of 
virtue,  my  babe  had  been  tenderly  nur- 
tured, and  I  had,  haply,  yet  known  com- 
fort!  But  why  talk  I  of  comfort  ?  Alas! 
I  rave  when  I  mention  the  possibility  of 
happiness.  One  black  and  smothering 
cloud  has  overwhelmed  us  all  !  A  gene- 
ral curse  is  spread  over  each  turret  of 
Waltham  !  Every  avenue  from  the  fated 
mansion  leads  only  to  the  grave,  and  we 
have  little  left  remaining  but  the  hope  of 
K  2  enjoying 
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enjoying   peace    on    the   earthy   pillow 
which  already  seems  prepared  for  us." 

Utterly  oppressed  by  the  tenor  of  this 
speech,  and  the  pungency  of  his  emo- 
tions respecting  Matilda,  Cuthbert  now 
rushed  from  the  room,  and  gave  loose  to 
the  violence  of  his  sorrow.  The  bitterest 
enemy  might  have  pitied  the  anguish 
which  he  endured,  and  the  iron  rod  of 
the  oppressor  must  have  dropped  from 
his  grasp  while  he  stood  over  such  com- 
plicated misery.  But  Cuthbert  soon 
shook  aside  the  idleness  of  exclamation, 
and  summoned  the  fortitude  which  had 
hitherto  enabled  him  to  sustain  existence 
while  it  was  possible  that  he  might  form, 
from  the  wreck  of  Matilda's  hopes,  a  tem- 
ple productive  of  her  future  peace  and 
resignation.  A  motive  like  this  enabled 
him  to  rise  superior  to  seitish  misery,  and 

he 
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he  hastened  to  take  such  measures  as 
were  suited  to  the  exigencies  of  the  hour. 

With  the  concurrence  of  lady  Gilibert, 
he  dispatched  confidential  messengers  to 
such  places  as  were  deemed  likely  for  the 
resort  of  the  fugitive.  By  each  of  these 
he  forwarded  a  few  brief  lines,  with  po- 
sitive orders  for  the  scroll  not  to  be  con- 
fided to  any  other  hand  than  that  to  which 
it  was  addressed.  A  monastery  is  never 
without  convenient  spies ;  some  mendi- 
cant friars  readily  undertook  to  examine 
such  recesses  of  the  neighbourhood  as 
were  impervious  to  the  eyes  of  ordinary 
emissaries.  But  to  these  latter  assistants 
Cuthbert  entrusted  no  scroll,  for  he  had 
seen  so  much  of  monasteries,  that  he  was 
not  quite  disposed  to  place  confidence  in 
the  sincerity  of  itinerant  brothers. 

When  this  step  was  taken,  the  most  ir- 
E  3  ritable 
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ritable  of  lady  Giiibert's  immediate  anx- 
ieties were  lulled.  But  that  is  a  dreadful 
cessation  of  acute  suffering,  which  merely 
allows  the  mourner  leisure  to  think ! 
and  suth  was  the  nature  of  the  comfort 
imparted^  in  this  instance,  to  the  bosom 
of  the  hopeless  lady.  She  felt  that  soli- 
tary grief  was  too  hea\^  for  hev  shattered 
mind.  Through  one  short  minute  she  al- 
most wished  to  sink  beneath  the  same  ob- 
livious dream  of  woe  which  had  fallen  on 
the  pointless  fancy  of  her  niece.  But  the 
feelings  of  lengthened  years  are  not  suf- 
ficiently vivid  to  cause  the  sufferer  to  per- 
%\st  in  such  an  unhallowed  and  degrading 
aspiration,  As  the  eye  approaches  the 
gravC;,  the  brilliancy  of  every  object  on 
this  side  fades,  and  it  learns  'to  look  for 
fresh  joys  in  the  immutable  fields  of  fu- 
lurity.     Religion,   with   meek  suppliant 

eyes 
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eyes  of  faith,  and  a  broad  cross  sustained 
in  its  temperate  hand,  came  to  her  aid. 
She  knelt  to  the  graciows  power  which 
scattered  perfumes  so  sweet,  and  which 
whispered  consolation  so  gentle,  and 
found  that  peace  had  entered  at  the  same 
instant. 

Duly  appreciating  the  calamities  which 
had  latterly  befallen  her  house,  the  lady 
Gilibert  now  saw  the  necessity  of  pros- 
trating herself  before  the  altar  of  our 
faith,  and  of  proffering,  with  entire  hu- 
mility of  spirit,  those  services  which  the 
good  were  wont  to  account  holy  in  the 
primitive  days  of  Christian  worship. 
Thus  influenced,  siic  signified  her  wishes 
to  the  father  abbot,  and  he  immediately 
named  a  priest  who  was  ready  to  assist  in 
the  performance  of  these  sacred  duties. 

The  priest   named   by  the  abbot  was 
E  4  father 
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father  Laurence;  and  that  holy  church- 
man was  never  more  zealous  than  when 
engaged  in  proving  that  the  cause  of 
humanity  is  ihe  cause  of  God.  His  lip 
seemed  formed  for  offices  of  mercy. 
No  polemic  writer  could  say  so  much  in 
a  lengthened  volume  as  father  Laurence 
in  one  short  sentence,  when  he  essayed 
to  lift  the  drooping  sinner  to  the  comfort 
of  the  hand  which  formed  him.  All  that 
he  had  learned,  from  a  study  of  the  fa- 
thers, was  the  necessity  of  Christian  cha- 
rity ;  and  his  chief  argument,  in  favour  of 
the  religion  which  he  professed,  was  the 
compassion  which  it  extends  to  all  hu- 
man-kind. To  the  afflicted  his  heart 
opened  as  to  a  friend ;  and  the  grandeur 
of  religion  never  stood  more  forcibly 
exemplified  than  when,  in  plain  and 
sable  stole,   he  repeated  sentences,  from 

the 
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sacred    volume,     calculated    to    inspire 
hope,  and  to  instil  resignation.* 

Father  Laurence  advanced  with  a  trem- 
bling and  uncertain  step,  when  the  lady, 
preceded  by  two  choristers,  entered  the 
monastery  chapel.  He  was  weak  thpough 
long  sickness,  and  his  voice  faltered  as  he 
bestowed  the  benediction  of  the  church 
on  his  sorrowing  applicant.  But  his 
tongue  gathered  boldness  and  strength 
from  the  pious  sentiments  which  he  im- 
parted. He  preached  comfort  to  him- 
self while  he  whispered  resignation  to 
the  mourner,  and  a  holy  zeal  soon  sup- 
planted the  faintness  of  soul  with  which 
he  bad  commenced  the  task  of  conso- 
htion* 

*  The  Protestant  reader  would  be  very  intolerant  if 
he  doubted  the  fidelity  of  this  portrait,  merely  because 
(he  original  was  a  Roman  Catholic^ 

E&  He 
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Pie  entered  his  confessional,  and  the 
lady  Gilibert  knelt  before hini,and  opened 
the  history  of  her  sufferings.  The  father 
was  no  light  nor  careless  investigator. 
He  bade  her  retrace  the  movements  of 
her  heart,  and  the  covert  actions  of  her 
imbecility,  even  to  the  moment  when 
first  she  attained  consciousness  to  distin- 
guish between  the  simple  beauty  of  rec- 
titude and  the  meretricious  glare  of  vice. 
Nor  can  this, minuteness  of  examination 
be  deemed  by  any  means  superfluous^ 
when  it  is  recollected  that  the  lady  ex- 
pressed weighty  fears  concerning  the  pos- 
sibility of  some  imperfections  in  her  own 
bosom  and  demeanor,  having  drawn 
down  the  scourge  of  those  calamities 
which  oppressed  her  house. 

Lady  Gilibert  hesitated  not  to  reckon, 
with  simple  and  ready   candour,   every 
6  vanity 


AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND.  83 

vanity  and  weakness  which  assailed  her 
girlish  days ;  and  every  strange  thought 
which  crept  even  over  the  dignified  so- 
briety of  her  womanly  resolves.     She  left 
no  hope  nor  wish  untold  that  a  severity 
of  self-accusation  had  marked^  at  the  time, 
as  reprehensible.     She  even  noticed  the 
fond  idolatry  with  which  she  had  hung, 
through  hours  of  solitary  reflection,  over 
the  image   oi^  the  youthful  and  gallant 
Philip,   before  the   dispensation   of  the 
church  sanctified  such  tender  imaginings. 
''  Ah,  holy  father!"  cried  she,    ''  more 
seemly  and  more  duteous  would  it  have 
been  had  those  long  hours  been  spent  m 
the  hallowed  recess  of  my  oratory^  while 
my  eye  was  fixed  on  the  imaged  counte- 
nance of  saint  Editha,  my  chosen  patro- 
ness.    Much  do  I  fear  that  your  reverend 
E  6  wisdom 
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wisdom  blames  such  mispent  periods  and 
flimsy  reflections?'* 

*'  A  little  lot  of  tenderness/'  returned 
the  father,  "  is  ordained  to  all  who  have 
hearts  possessed  of  sufficient  warmth  to 
cherish  the  germ,  and  raise  the  plant  of 
virtue.  Haply,  your  portion  was  ex- 
pended in  the  hours  of  maiden-fancy? 
It  may  be,  that,  after  your  union>  you  had 
to  lament  the  absence  of  such  tender  re- 
flections as  once  engrossed  too  many  of 
your  retired  hours  ?" 

"  Ah,  no  !'*  said  she,  with  tears,  ''my 
union  did  but  increase  the  fervour  of  my 
attachment  !  So  continually  was  every 
thought  and  every  wish  dedicated  to  my 
lord,  that  a  remembrance  of  the  sacred 
edict,  which  represents  wedded  love  as  a 
religious  duty,  alone  can  reconcile  to  my 

conscience 
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conscience  the  abstracted  devotion  with 
which  I  watch^ed  every  look  and  move- 
ment of  my  husband.     Alas  !  the  term  of 
my  trial  was  not  of  long  duration.    Death 
snatched  earl   Philip,    and   these   guilty 
tears,  which  now  fall  down  my  cheek, 
confess  that  even  religion  wanted  power 
to  render  me  patient  under  the  affliction.*' 
*'  Feeling  will  have  its  day/'  replied 
father  Laurence.     "  The  being  who  gave 
us  tears,  did  not  deny  the  privilege  of 
sheddrng    them.      Firmly    to    struggle 
against  inordinate  distress,  and  religiously 
to  woo  resignation  to  our  aid,  are  all  that 
the  great  Being  desires,  whose  only  son 
himself  dropped  tears  over  human  frailty  ! 
and  violent  sorrow  is    seldom   lasting ! 
Perhaps  you  soon  conquered  emotion, 
and  forgot  the  cause  of  it  ?'* 

"Ah,    father  !^''    said    lady    Gilibert, 

♦'  estranged 
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"  estranged  from  the  world,  and  uncon- 
nected with  its  ties,  you  know  not  the 
potency  of  the  strings  which  bind  heart 
to  heart- — strings  which  death  may  sepa- 
rate, but  which  he  wants  power  to  draw 
from  the  bosom  of  the  survivor  !  Think 
yoii  that  a  husband,  like  earl  Philip,  was 
ever  to  be  forgotten  while  memory  re- 
tained its  functions  ? — ah,  no !  I  see  him 
in  his  favourite  walks  ;  I  sit  beside  him  in 
his  hall  of  state;  even  vvhen  I  kneel  in 
prayer,  earl  Philip's  gracious  form,  in 
fancy,  kneels  beside  me.  He  is  still  my 
husband ;  and  I  should  deem  that  the 
most  guilty  thought  of  my  distempered 
bosom,  which  violated  his  memory  by  be- 
lieving it  possible  that  I  could  forget 
him."    , 

\     "  Lady  !"  said  the  friar,  after  a  pause, 
''you  speak  in  the  presence  of  your  God, 

and 
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and  you  speak  boldly.  Reveal  to  me 
what  has  passed,  in  which  the  workings  of 
your  own  mind  were  concerned,  since  the 
death  of  this  beloved  husband.  The 
saints  forbid  that  your  fond  regard  for  his 
shade  should  have  caused  you  to  relax  in 
the  performance  of  active  and  pious 
duties  !" 

Thus  commanded,  lady  Gilibert  dis- 
closed, with  many  sighs,  and  some  tears^ 
(which  recollection  forced  down  her 
cheek  as  she  lingered  overparticular  pas- 
sages of  past  sorrow)  the  whole  of  her 
blameless  life  and  piercing  griefs,  since 
the  hour  in  which  she  recovered  reason 
after  the  death  of  her  husband. 

The  father  listened  with  deep  attention. 
He  had  the  most  gentle  of  hearts,  and  si- 
lent tears  often  told  the  active  sympathy 
with  which  he  heard  a  tale  so  innocent, 

yet 
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yet  full  of  sorrow.     When  his  penitent 
had  concluded,   he  gave  her  absolution, 
and  bade  her,  in  a  broken  voice,  to  be  of 
hope.     "  We  are  all  the  creatures  of  er- 
ror/* said  he,  lifting  her  from  her  knees. 
^^  Go,  repeat  thy  chosen   prayers  with  a 
confidence    of  hope !     It    may    be  that 
some,   clothed   in    holy    garments,    who 
raise  their  eyes  with  less  doubt  to  the  su- 
preme presence,  have  reason  to  wish  that 
they  could  render  a  confession  so  accept- 
able as    thine.     Adieu !      We   meet   a-t 
matins.'* 

The  consoling  words  of  a  man  so  re- 
nowned for  sanctity,  imparted  much  com- 
fort to  the  mrnd  of  lady  Gi liber t.  Sh« 
obeyed  his  directions,  and  looked  with 
confidence  to  the  forgiveness  and  protec- 
tion of  the  power  which  prescribed  her 
destiny.  But^  with  the  common  short- 
sighted 
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sighted  fallacy  of  human  sufferers,  she 
expected  the  favour  of  omnipotence 
to  be  immediately  proved  by  an  acqui- 
escence with  her  present  wishes  and  view&. 
The  connexion  would  be  too  simplr, 
were  Heaven  to  delegate  its  foresight,  as 
"well  as  to  extend  its  pity,  to  mankind. 
But  even  the  last  stage  of  experience  is 
not  enabled  to  prove,  to  any  other  than 
the  uninterested  spectator,  that  denials 
are  often  ''  blessings  in  disguise." 

Before  midnight,  the  messengers  who 
had  been  dispatche^d  by  Cuthbert  re- 
turned, without  achieving  the  object  of 
their  mission.  They  had  often  crossed 
the  agents  of  earl  Rowland,  whom  they 
described  to  be  in  eager  pursuit  of  the 
fugitive;  and  a  general  opinion  pre- 
vailed, that  if  she  had  not  already,  she 
must  soon  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  earl's 

emissaries. 
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emissaries,    who    scoured    the    country 
through  ils  most  remote  districts. 

One  of  the  incndicant  friars  averred 
that  a  female,  believed  to  be  the  mother 
of  sir  Cuthbert,  accompanied  by  two  per- 
sons in  disguise,  had  been  seen  to  pass 
through  a  distant  recess  of  the  park  wood- 
lands, towards  the  fall  of  day;  but  when 
closely  examh  e  1,  his  prevarication  was 
so  great  that  Cuthbert  rejected  his  intel- 
ligence in  disdain,  and  almost  feared  that 
he  had  been  tampered  with  by  some  inha- 
bitant of  the  castle.  In  the  secresy  of  his 
own  thoughts,  he  could  not  avoid  be- 
lieving that  his  degraded  parent  and  her 
miserable  companion  had  fallen  into  the 
power  of  the  earl.  Father  Laurence  (to 
whom  every  particular  of  intelligence 
was  immediately  communicated)  saw  too 
much  reason  to  coincide  with  this  fear; 

and. 
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and,  in  obedience  to  his  counsel,  Cuth- 
bert  immediately  proposed  to  lady  Gili- 
bert  the  only  measure  which  seemed 
likely  to  promise  security  to  her  son, 
and  justice  to  all  parties. 

This  measure  was  bold,  and  was  re- 
plete with  danger  and  difficulty.  King 
Henry,  at  this  time,  held  his  court  in 
London,  and  Cuthbert,  at  the  instigation 
of  the  friar,  advised  lady  Gilibert  imme- 
diately to  repair  to  the  presence,  and  to 
cite  earl  Rowland  before  the  footstool  of 
royalty.  The  lady  could  not  be  more 
averse  from  this  undertaking  than  was 
Cuthbert  himself.  All  the  evidence  de- 
pended on  his  interposition.  He  had 
vouchers  at  hand,  of  potent  testimony. 
But  to  appear  before  the  face  of  the  mo- 
narch, as  the  public  accuser  of  Matilda's 
father,  was  one  of  the  most  severe  ta  ks 

which 
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which  an  adverse  fate  could  impose  on 
him.  Still  what  justice  demanded,  chi- 
valric  honour  forbade  him  to  decline. 
He  proposed  the  mfasure,  and  the  kdy 
Gilibart  (whose  most  active  feeling  was 
anxiety  for  the  security  of  her  miserable 
son)  acceded  to  it. 

With  most  careful  secresy  Cuthbert 
then  prepared  to  quit  the  monastery. 
The  night  was  favourable,  and  the  lady 
Gilibert  avowed  her  determination  to 
brave  every  danger  under  his  guidance. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP.  VI. 


CuTHBERT  led  lady  Gilibert  forth,  through 
a  private  doorway  of  the  sacred  building, 
but  as  she  trod  along  the  last  cloister, 
father  Laurence  approached  in  a  manner 
expressive  of  deep  commiseration.  The 
lady  knelt  to  the  holy  man,  and  entreated 
his  blessing.  "  I  am  going,  reverend 
father!'*  said  she,  *Mo  encounter  tre- 
mendous and  unknown  dangers,  and  I 
enter  on  them  through  the  appalling 
gloom  of  midnight.  Much  do  I  reed 
your  prayers^  reverend  man  !  for  I  am 

oppressed 
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oppressed  and  forlorn,  woe  stricken,  and 
almost  hopeless  !  Oh,  press  the  hassock 
of  your  cell  with  a  pious  knee,  and  im- 
plore protection  on  my  strange  and  ad- 
venturous footsteps  !" 

''I  will, 'afflicted  lady!**  replied  he, 
faintly  ;  ''  and  when  I  have  petitioned 
succour  from  on  high,  this  arm,  so  feeble 
as  it  seems,  shall  be  stretched  forth  with 
the  strength  of  a  host,  in  your  injured 
cause.  Armed  with  justice,  what  pigmy 
shall  fear  to  front  the  most  gigantic  op- 
pressor ?  Be  of  courage  !  The  dubious 
twilight  of  this  friendly  season  promises 
security  to  your  passage.  The  friends 
are  true  and  valiant  who  guard  you ;  and, 
above  all,  your  cause  is  righteous.  Step, 
then,  boldly  forward.  The  moment  in 
which  you  fear,  arraigns  the  justice  of  the 
hand  which  shapes  your  way.     Adieu  i" 

continued 
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continued  he,  in  a  broken  voice.  ''  Thus 
I  spread  my  blessing  on  your  head.  May 
anorels  i^nide  vou  !" 

The  door  was  silently  opened,  and  lady 
Gilibert  mounted  the  steed  which  awaited 
her.  Several  armed  friends  were  iii  at- 
tendance, and  the  party  set  forwards. 
The  night  possessed  a  glimmering  indis- 
tinctness which  tended  to  preserve  them 
from  the  examination  of  any  strairgler, 
while  it  lessened  the  horror  with  which 
lady  Gilibert  ventured  forth  in  such  a 
season.  The  darkness  was  not  entire,  yet 
the  features  of  every  half-seen  object 
were  confused  and  deceptive.  But,  from 
these  misty  and  obscure  appearances,  the 
active  apprehension  of  the  travellers  did 
not  fail  to  conjure  forth  ideal  dangers 
and  shadowy  opponents.  Often  Cuth- 
bert  (though  he  forbore  to  speak,  from 

a  regard 
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a  regard  to  the  fears  of  lady  Gilibert) 
placed  his  hand  on  his  sword,  prepared 
to  sacrifice  an  imaginary  intruder ;  and 
more  frequently  one  or  other  of  the  wary 
attendants  checked  his  horse,  and  cried, 
"  To  arms  !"  when  the  light-footed  deer, 
or  timid  bird,  was  the  mimic  foeman  of 
the  season. 

But  the  outlines  of  the  large  bold 
fowlers  of  Waltham  castle  formed  a  frown- 
ing mass  on  the  clear  streak  of  the  distant 
sky,  which  the  imagination  might  confuse, 
but  which  the  eye  could  not  possibly 
mistake.  Cuthbert  cast  a  despairing 
glance  on  the  rugged  and  oppressive  pic- 
ture. His  fancy  penetrated  the  massive 
walls,  and  conducted  him  to  the  apart- 
ment of  Matilda.  It  was  a  room  which 
contained  the  most  fair,  but  most  hope- 
less, of  created  beings.     He  imaged  her 

couch 


AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND.  97 

couch  of  agony,  and  even  thought  that 
he  heard  the  vague  and  pointless  cry  of 
her  distracted  wanderings,  as  it  was  borne 
over  the  cold  bosom  of  darkness  by  the 
hollow  night-wind.  He  involuntarily  res- 
trained his  eager  steed,  and  tried  to  pierce 
the  thick  veil  which  hid  from  his  eye  the 
light  of  Matilda's  room.  But  'Mio  blink 
shone  round  his  fairley  fair.'' 

"  Tlie  tower  that  used,  with  :orches  blaze. 

To  shine  so  far  at  night, 
Seem'd  now  as  hlack  as  mourning  weed  } 

No  marvel  sore  he  Siiih'd  !"* 

Most  truly,  in  mournful  prose,  did 
thoughts  so  poetical  visit  his  fancy.  He 
gazed  on  the  black  turrets  of  Waltham, 
arrayed  in  treble  gloom  by  the  fearful* 
mysteries  which  enwrapped  them,  and 
bitterly  execrated  the  destiny  which  urged 

*  See  the  exquisite  poem  of  Kardyknute. 

VOL.  IV,  F  hira 
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him  to  forsake  the  ominous  ramparts  of 
the  castle,  while  Matilda,  like  "  a  rich 
jewel  in  an  Ethiop*s  ear,'*  or  like  an  angel 
of  light  surrounded  by  agents  of  dark- 
ness, lay  there,  oppressed  by  circum- 
stances of  hopeless  woe,  without  any 
voice  to  murmur  forgiveness  of  her  inno- 
cent transgressionb,  without  any  hand  to 
protect  her  from  the  insulting  dangers 
which  possibly  might  befall  her.  As  he 
reviewed,  i|i  rapid  succession,  the  speech- 
less circumstarjces  of  his  fate,  "  all  the 
warrior  fled/'  and  he  dropped  tears  of 
agony  and  despair.  But  lady  Gilibert, 
alarmed  by  his  absence,  called,  in  a  cau- 
tious manner,  on  his  Rame.  He  struck 
his  burning  forehead,  and  placed  his 
spurs,  rowxl  deep,  in  the  pampered  sides 
of  his  war-steed.  The  generous  beast 
sprang  forwards,  and  the  knight  silently 

took 
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took  place  near  the  lady  whom  he  had 
swofn  to  protect,  come  what  come  would. 
When  morning  broke,  it  appeared  that 
Cuthbert  had  so  judiciously  directed  the 
path  of  the  travellers,  that  they  were  al- 
ready beyond  the  limits  of  the  earl's  de- 
mesnes, and  therefore  free  from  every 
assault  whicli  he  had  power  to  direct, 
except  that  of  open  violence.  Cuthbert 
would  not  willingly  believe  that  the  fa- 
ther of  Matilda  would  proceed  to  such  a 
disloval  extremity  ;  yet,  even  against  a 
casualty  so  remote,  the  wariness  of  father 
Laurence's  plans  had  provided.  That 
holy  man  was  so  intent  on  the  further- 
ance of  the  present  object,  that  nothing 
short  of  prudential  precaution  could  have 
restrained  him  from  accompanving  his 
friends  in  their  retreat.  He  viewed,  how- 
ever, the  possibility  of  their  being  sur- 
r  f  prised 
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prised  by  the  watchfulness  of  earl  Row- 
land, and  directed  his  mode  of  procedure 
through  a  diflferent  channel,  that  one  prop 
might  still  remain  in  support  of  their 
cause,  should  the  most  dislant  mischance 
occur  to  them. 

As  day  arose,  the  scenery  around  stood 
disclosed  in  charms  sufficient  to  detain, 
through  a  pause  of  admiration,  the  pro- 
gress of  travellers  less  solicitous  and  lia- 
ble to  danger.  The  eye  is  never  fully 
sensible  of  the  beauties  of  a  day-light 
scene  of  Nature,  unless  it  has  perceived 
the  rise  of  those  beauties,  one  by  one, 
from  the  gloom  of  darkness.  When  the 
fancy  has  been  employed  in  disentan- 
gling the  first  dawn  of  the  fir-clad  hill 
from  the  pillars  of  cloud  which  disfigure 
it,  and  in  separating  the  real  extent  of 
the  vale  from  the  mass   which  seems  to 

bestow 
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bestow  on  it  the  infinitude  of  an  ocean, 
the  august  scenery  of  Nature  lies  spread 
before  the  wondering  eye,  as  a  picture 
half-formed  by  the  ingenuity  of  the  be- 
holder;, and  self-gratulation  is  mixed  with 
the  tribute  of  reverence  which  the  dis- 
play so  forcibly  excites. 

Yet,  such  are  the  vicissitudes  of  art, 
that  the  scenery  which  arose  to  lady  Gi- 
lbert's eye,  at  break  of  morn,  wore  quite 
a  different  aspect  from  that  which  is  ac- 
customjed  to  gladden  the  early  view  of  a 
modern  spectator. 

The  enclosures  were  few,  and  in  those 
few  the  land  was  only  half-concealed  bv 
its  corny  vestment.  Thick  woods  and 
steril  heath  engrossed  the  chief  parts  of 
the  country,  in  every  direction  ;  Nature 
revelled  with  little  controul ;  and  thus  the 
picturesque  flourished  in  its  zenith,  while 
F  3  man 
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man  wanted  art  to  appreciate  its  at- 
tractions. 

Rural  embellishments — the  neat  cot- 
tage^ the  smiling  hamlet,  the  ornamented 
farm — soften  the  features  of  Nature  to  the 
modern  traveller.  It  was  not  thus  when 
lady  Gilibert  trod  her  way  from  Waltham 
castle.  The  cottages  were  thinly  scat- 
tered^ and  their  appearance  conveyed  the 
ideas  of  want,  of  degradation,  of  slavery.* 
They  were  mere  slight  frames,  composed 
of  the  green  wood  from  a  neighbouring 
forest,  and  were  covered  with  mud.  The 
ground  formed  the  flooring,  and  one 
room  occupied  the  whole  site  o4'  the 
abode. 

The  farmer's  clay-covered  hut  boasted 

*  Man):  peasants  ^vere  slaves  (or  villains)  by  tenure, 
and  were  transferred,  as  living  chattels,,  with  the  estate* 
on  \\hich  they  vegetated. 

only 
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only  two  apa^rtments,  and  his  Candlemas- 
revel  was  penury  identified. 

The  yeomanry  (that  step  of  middle 
fortune  so  pleasing  to  the  fancy)  was 
numerous,  but  the  tenements  of  this  class 
added  little  to  the  beauties  of  rural  life. 
The  rooms  were  few,  and  the  clay  floors 
were  disfigured  by  the  accumulated 
rushes  of  a  twelvemonth's  housewifery^ 
The  house  had  no  chimney^  so  that  the 
smoke  escaped  by  an  aperture  m  the 
roofing.  Glass  was  too  great  a  luxury  to 
be  expected  ;  therefore  the  latticed  win- 
dows were  few  and  small,  and  were  placed 
invariably  on  the  upper  part  of  the  room's 
side.  Of  what  avail  was  the  spread  of 
luxurious  scenery  to  such  a  sordid  race  ? 

The  mansions  of  those  upper  parts  of 
the  gentry  who  trod  on  the  heel   of  the 
noble  rank,  were  spacious,  and  in  some 
F  4  instances. 
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instances  august ;  but  they  were  very 
rare,  and  were  buried  in  the  depth  of  rer 
cluse  vales.  The  exterior  was  dark  ami 
oppressive,  and  it  truly  denoted  the  cha- 
racter of  the  inhabitants.  Had  the  lady 
Gilibert  possessed  leisure  to  enter  one  of 
these  mansions,  her  rank  and  bearing 
would  have  commanded  respect;  and 
houses  of  public  accommodation  were  so 
thinly  scattered,  that  she  would  have  been 
secure  of  a  hospitable  reception  ;  but 
how  repulsive  were  the  manners  of  those 
who  would  have  been  ready  to  entertain 
her  \  The  master  of  the  house  w^ould 
have  disdained  even  the  lady  herself^  had 
he  known  that  she  was  a  woman  of  com- 
parative erudition.  For  his  own  part,  he 
esteemed  a  frequent  converse  with  hawks 
and  hounds  the  surest  token  of  gentility. 
He  blessed  his  stars  to  think  that  he  could 

scarcely 
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scarcely  read  the  paternoster  which  father 

\     Stephen  had  taught  him  to  repeat.     Of 

.Tj'V/iting   he    knew    nought;    and    when 

^■^♦objiged  to  keep  accounts,  he  notched  a 

r  p^ici^,   or  talli/j  in  order   to  aid  remem- 


..^Idr^ii^.e*     My  lady,  his  good  wife  (wha 
"-as$inhed,  forsooth,  the  important  title  of 
(^.me\)    was    almost    equally    ignorant, 
>  She  certainly  did  not  understand  Latin, 
^    but  she  reverenced  its  sound;  aiid  was 
a  firm  supporter  of  the  creed  which  she 
had    never   heard    repeated    in    English, 
Still,   had  she   qualities   of  worth.     She 
was  deeply  skilled  in  the  art  of  extract- 
ing the  virtue  of  simples,  and  well  knew 

*  This  appears  strictly  correct.  An  estrite,  near  Ba- 
singstoke, is  stiii  held  by  the  custom  c  f  presenting,  at 
certain  tin>es,  a  stick,  or  tally,  to  the  lord  of  the  manor, 
with  a  prescribed  number  ot"  notches  cut  on  it.  From 
this  habit  of  tally-keeping,  it  seems  evident  that  the  term 
teller  (or  tailier)  of  the  exchequer  is  derived, 

y  5  how 
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how  to  apply  it  to  the  diffbrent  cases  of 
diseased  need.  She  could  heal  \vounch 
without  prayer  or  charm  ;  and  took  an 
honest  pride  in  powdering  such  beef  as 
her  great  granddaughter  took  ai>  ignoble 
pride  in  banishing  horn  table  ! 

From  such  rulers  of  families,  much  ur^- 
manly  austerity  on  one  part,  and  mucb 
formal  reserve  on  the  atrher,  was  cer^ 
tainly  to  be  expected,  in  pegard  to  the 
treatment  of  juniors  and  d-ependantSi 
Accordingly,  the  lady  Gilibert  would  have 
seen  the  sons  standing,  uncoveredV  in  a 
row,  without  daring  to  move  hand  or 
foot,  until  the  high  and  mighty  fathcF 
dispensed  with  their  helpless  presence. 
And  the  daughters  she  would  have  found 
kneeling  before  their  mother,  in  the 
anti-room,  or  would  have  perceived  them 
ranged,  like  statues,  beside  the  cupboards, 

during 
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during  the  repast,  almost  afraid  to  move,, 
and  quite  unable  toventureon  the  bold- 
ness of  speech. 

But  the  lady  Gilibert  had  no  leisure  for' 
luxurious  repose,   and  was  actuated  by  a 
much   more  urgent   feeling  than  that  of 
curiosity.     The  travellers  pursued  their" 
way  by  secret  yet  brief  paths;  and  to- 
wards the   evening,  of   their  third  day's- 
journey,,  they  approached  the  monastic 
turrets  and  glhttering.  spires  of  the  twc 
potent    sister-cities.*      As   it    was    their' 
wish  nO't  to  enter  London  until  the  dark- 
ness was  so  entire  as  to  skreen  them  from 
observation,  they  halted,  for  some  time, 
at  the  then  rustic  and- obscure  village  o[* 
Clapham.     A  worthy  knight,  on  whom- 
the    lady    Gilibert    could    place    entire* 

*  I^ndon  m.d  Westminster  were  not  united  at  this 
ftriod. 

F-'6  conIidejicei> 
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confidence,  resided  at  the  tiirretted  man- 
sion near  the  small  church  of  the  ham^ 
let.*  To  this  house  the  lady  and  her 
train  repaired  ;  and  sir  Walter  not  only 
solaced  the  party  with  the  comforts  of 
his  board,  but  provided  trusty  guides, 
who  safely  conducted  them  through  the 
Jonely  road,  and  over  the  wide  morasses, 
which  lay  between  the  recluse  hamlet  and 
that  great  city  whose  august  towers  sa 
deceptively  appeared  to  be  easy  of  ap- 
proach. 

The  evening  was  considerably  ad- 
vanced when  lady  Gilibert  entered  the 
city,  and  she  trusted  that  the  darkness 
and  silence  usual  with  the  hour  would 
f^ivour  her  silent  entry  to  the  London 
inn  of  the  female  relative  who  now  re- 

*  Tliere  certainly  is  one  octagonr.l  tower,  or  turret,  of 
>nch  a  building  still  remaining. 

5  presented 
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presented  the  dignity  of  her  family-name. 
This  inn  (so  town-mansions  were  then 
entitled)  was  situated  near  Baynard's 
Hall.  It  needs  scarcely  be  observed  that 
she  scrupulously  avoided  approaching 
the  inn  of  the  Walthams,  which  stood 
near  Aldersgate.* 

But  ladv  Gilibert  seemed  doomed  to 
trial  and  perplexity.  When  she  had 
crossed  the  bridge^  she  found  the  whole 
city  brilliant  in  one  blaze  of  light.  Loud 
bursts  of  music  suddenly  arose,  and  the 
shouts  of  an  immense  throng  proclaimed 

*  While  Qiir  monarchs  occasionally  used  the  Tower  as 
a  palace,  the  mansions>  of  princes  and  nobles  were  fre- 
quently placed  in  those  parts  of  the  city  wliich  are  now 
deemed  entirely  unfashiouable.  Thus,  Edward  the  black 
prince  lived  on  Fi.sh-street-hiil.  Prince  Henry  (after- 
wards Henry  V.)  resided  in  Cold-hi.rhour-lane;  and  the 
marquis  of  Dorchester  bad  a  house  in  Aidersgate-strtet. 

the 
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the  advance  of  some  great  show,  or  enor- 
raoiis  cavalcade. 

At  this  period,  the  night-guards,  or- 
"Watch  of  London,  consisted  of  substantiaV 
citizens,  who  filled  the  office  in  rotation. 
Twice  a-year  they  had  a  pompous  marcli,. 
a^:  dead  of  night;  and  the  present,  unfor- 
tunately, happened  to  be  one  of  these 
nights  of  civic  festivity.  She  found  it 
impossible  to  gain,  imraedrately  the  inn. 
of  her  family.  The  procession  advancedjp 
and  the  lady  ami  her  way-worn  train  were- 
compelled  to  dismount,  and  to  take  shel- 
ter under  the  projecting  front  of  a  house, . 
while  the  long  band  passed  m  gorgeous 
parade.  First  came  the  city  music, 
sounding  loudly  a  martia^l  strain.  The 
lord  mayor's  officers  followed,  in  party- 
coloured  liveries;  and  then  appeared  the 

sword- bearer^ 
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sword-bearer,  arrayed  in  embossed  ar- 
mour. His  horse  was  caparisoned  in  the 
most  gay  and  costly  manner,  and  was  led 
by  a  mimic  giant,  of  terrific  stature  and 
fierce  aspect.  Two  pages,  mounted  on 
dappled  palfreys,  attended. 

Then  were  seen  three  lofty  pageants, 
a  band  of  grotesque  morrice-dancers,  and 
a  large  party  of  decorated  footmen. 

The  sheriflTs  followed,  preceded  by 
their  officers,  in  proper  liveries,  and  at- 
tended by  giants,  pages,  morrice-dancers, 
and  numerous  pageants. 

Then  came  a  large  body  of  demi-lan- 
cers, in  bright  armour,  mounted  on 
stately  horses;  and  after  them  a  party  of 
carabineers,  in  white  fustian  coats,  with 
the  city  arms  emblazoned  on  their  backs 
and  breasts. 

A  division  of  archers  next  approached; 

their 
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their  bows  bent,  and  each  man  provided 
with  a  shaft  ofarrows.  Pikemen  in  cros- 
lets  and  helmets  ;  halberdiers  in  croslets 
and  helmets  also  ;  and  bill-men  with  hel- 
mets and  aprons  of  mail,  brought  up  the 
rear  ;  the  whole  consisting  of  full  twa 
thousand  men,  with  drums  and  trumpets, 
standards  and  ensigns  ;  and  they  illumi- 
nated the  streets  with  upwards  of  nine 
hundred  cressets,  fixed  at  the  end  of 
poles,  which  they  bore  proudly  on  their 
shoulders. 

This  gaudy  cavalcade  had  nearly  passed 
the  ^pot  on  which  the  lady  Gilibert  and 
her  party  crouched  from  observation, 
when  a  tumult  suddenly  arose,  owing  to 
the  unruly  curvet  tings  of  one  of  the  state 
horses.  The  beast  plunged  amidst  the 
surrounding  spectators.  The  rider  was 
thrown  to  the  ground,  and,  in  the  confu* 

sion 
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sion  which  ensued^  the  lady,  terrified  be- 
yond measure,  knocked  violently  on  the 
door  of  the  spacious  house,  whose  orna- 
mented and  projecting  front  had  hitherto 
sheltered  her. 

When  the  door  was  opened,  several 
persons,  of  lofty  bearing,  but  in  strange 
and  antic  habiliments,  stood  ready  to  re- 
ceive the  interlopers;  and  scarcely  had 
Cuthbert  time  to  follow,  before  the  door 
was  closed,  and  fastened  with  scrupulous 
care.  When  lady  Gilibert  recovered 
from  the  first  hurry  of  amazement,  she 
looked,  with  rising  dread,  on  the  singu- 
lar attire  and  disguised  countenances  of 
those  on  whose  privacy  she  had  intruded. 
But  her  alarm  increased  when  one  of 
these  peculiar  figures  advanced,  and, 
taking  her  by  the  hand,  said,  ''  The  mur- 
rain, or  magical  Faustus,  is  playing  antics 

with 
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with  my  eyes,  or  else,  I  vow  by  my  hofy 
dame  !  that  those  features  afe  not  un- 
known  tO'  me." 

"  Fopbeat*  1"  cried  lady  Gilibert,  with- 
drawing her  hand  with  dignity.  '*  What 
profane  roysterer  art  thou,  that  thus  da- 
rest  to  touch  me  with  familiarity  ?*' 

'•  No  roysterer,  lady  \"  returned  the 
stranger,  withdrawing^  a  mask,  and  shew- 
ing the  face  of  lord  Sandys,  a  nobleman^ 
well  known  ta  the  dame,  and  one  of  the 
party  who  had  attended-  on  the  king  du- 
rins  his  visit  to  Waltham' castle. 

*^  Amazement  !'*  exclaimed  ti^e  dame. 
"  Is  it  indeed  my  lord  Sandys,  and  a  staid 
noble,  that  I  behold  ?" 

"  No  staid  noble  !"  replied  he,  smiling  ; 
'' but,  assuredly,  that  silly  thoughtless 
fellow  who,  by  the  king's  good  grace^ 
adds  the  title  of  lord   to  the  customary 

name- 
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name  which  you  have  mentioned  rightly. 
Look  round  !  You  are  among  friends  ! 
or,  rather,  walk  this  way,  and  every  mask, 
save  one,  will  drop  before  a  presence  so 
dignified. "^ 

She  entered  a  room,  the  windows  of 
which  fronted  the  high  street;  and  Cuth- 
bert,  who  perceived  in  the  antic  mas- 
quers noblemen  of  consideration,  readily 
consigned  the  lady  to  their  care  for  a  few 
minutes,  while  he  collected  his  train,,  and 
prepared  to  take  advantage  af  the  first 
secure  moment  for  the  purpose  af  setting 
forwards. 

When  her  conductors  removed  their 
disguise,  lady  Gilibert  found  herself  in- 
deed surrounded  by  men  of  the  highest 
rank  in  this  potent  kingdom  ;  but,  how- 
ever honourable  might  be  their  presence, 
she  could   have  well  dispensed   with  so 

singular 
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singular  a  meeting  at  the  present  junc- 
ture. While  she  ruminated,  in  surprise^ 
on  the  peculiarity  of  the  occurrence,  her 
eye  was  arrested  by  a  portly  figure,  ar- 
rayed in  the  garb  of  a  constable,  with  a 
halberd  in  his  palm,  in  the  handle  of 
which  a  pistol  appeared  to  be  fixed.  She 
could  not  be  mistaken  :  it  was  the  king  ! 
and  then  she  recollected  to  have  heard 
that  Henry  would  often  wander  through 
the  streets  in  nightly  disguise,  and  rea- 
dily apprehended  that  he  had  been  in- 
duced, by  the  show  of  this  evening,  to 
enter  the  city  as  a  concealed  spectator  of 
the  pomp  and  official  ceremony  of  the 
loyal  inhabitants. 

Her  agitation  at  thus  unexpectedly 
entering  the  presence  of  the  august  sove- 
reign, whose  aid  she  so  perilously  needed, 
overcame  all  possibility  of  due  reserve, 

and 
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and  she  hastened  towards  the  king,   and 
fell  at  his  [eet. 

''God's  blessing  of  thy  heart!"  ex- 
claimed Henry,  *'  hast  thou  discovered 
me  ?  The  marvel  is  great  that  i/ou  see 
me;  but  the  marvel  is  much  greater  that 
/  see  i/ou  !  Bone  Deus  !  I  have  it  ! 
My  good  daiT.e  was  ever  courtly  in  her 
habits.  She  heard  that  we  intended  to 
visit  the  city  in  disguise;  she  was  deter- 
mined to  be  in  the  fashion  ;  and  so  she 
visited  the  city  in  disguise  also  !  But 
rise,  reverend  dame  !  Tliis  courtesy 
mars  our  purpose.  God  wot  !  see  you 
not  that  I  am  Harry  the  constable  ?" 

''Oh,  sacred  liege!"  cried  lady  Gill- 
bert,  *'  1  come  to  beg  a  boon  !  and  ne- 
ver can  I  voluntarily  quit  this  posture 
until  you  vouchsafe  to  bid  m^  rise  with 
hope." 

''  St. 
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'^^t.  Paul  forbid  that  you  should  rise 
without  it !"  returned  the  king.  ''But  this 
is  no  time,  nor  place,  for  serious  converse. 
There;  take  my  gage  1  Shew  that,  on 
the  morrow,  to  the  lords  of  the  aiiti- 
chamber,  and  you  will  have  immediate 
entrance.  And,  now,  rise  !  Whatever  be 
the  accident  that  leads  you  to  our  dis- 
guised presence,  rest  assured  we  are  your 
friend.  Some  careful  lord  call  forth  a 
guard,  to  aid  the  lady's  attendants  in  pro- 
curing her  safe  conduct  homewards."* 
The  procession  of  the  London  watch 
,  had  now  passed,  and  Cuthbert  was  just 

*  This  strange  interview  will  not  appear  improbable 
un  consideration.  King  Henry  certainly  was  often  a 
concealed  spectator  of  public  ceremonies;  and  when 
ladies  were  accustomed  to  take  the  longest  journeys  on 
horseback,  and  were  not  much  afraid  of  tmvelling  in  the 
iiirk,  no  inordinate  surprise  would  be  caused  by  lady 
Gillbert's  appearance  under  the  present  circumstances. 

entering 
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entering  to  announce  the  readiness  of 
their  train,  when  lady  Gilibert  descended 
the  stairs.  Loi^d  Sandys  immediately  or- 
dered forth  additional  att-endants.  The 
streets  were  quiet  ;  and  sir  Cuthbert 
succeeded  in  safely  conducting  his  charge 
•to  the  splendid  inn  of  the  De  Mordaunts. 


CHAP.  VIL 

While  Cuthbert  and  lady  Gilibert  had 
thus  successfully  pursued  their  journey 
towards  the  court  of  king  Henry,  Wal- 
tham  presented  one  scene  of  woe,  con- 
fusion, and  dismay. 

Matilda 
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Matilda  (prime object  in  the  disastrous 
picture)  remained  on  her  couch,  the  prey 
of  frantic  visions,  which  led  her  fancy  to 
the  veroe  of  the  calamitous  imaoerv  of 
real  life,  and  then  mocked  the  pursuit  by 
unfolding  the  wild  horrors  of  demoniac 
regions,  or  by  shaping  such  strange  and 
fantastic  portents  as  even  the  ingenuity 
of  priestcraft  has  hitherto  lacked  power 
to  devise. 

Still  madness  will  linger,  with  miracu- 
lous tokens  of  sagacity,  over  a  favourite 
object.  The  wandering  fiincies  rally 
round  some  chosen  point,*  and  a  sem- 
blance of  reason  then  flashes  forth,  which 
is,  however,  frightful  from  the  contrast 
of  tliick  gloom  which  surrounds  it.  It  is 
thus  that  the  meteor  is  rendered  appal- 
ling   by  the    influence   of  the   maze  of 


darkness  through  which  it  breaks. 


Matilda' 
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Matilda's  child  was  the  object  which 
elicited  her  seeming  consciousness.  Sh-e 
was  deaf  to  every  other  sound,  and  blind 
to  every  other  sight ;  but  the  voice  of 
her  babe,  or  the  budding  loveliness  of 
his  face^  attracted  her  attention  on  the 
instant,  and  she  was  calm  while  he  wailed, 
and  able  to  shed  feeling  tears  while  she 
gazed  on  him. 

It  was  therefore  judged  expedient  to 
suffer  the  child  to  remain  near  his  mo- 
ther. Indeed,  force  alone  could  have 
removed  him,  except  during  the  hours 
when  she  slept.  But  those  hours  were 
few  ;  and  she  awoke,  without  gaining  re- 
freshment from  the  quiet  of  her  pillow. 
After  pondeiing  over  the  features  of  her 
child,  she  would  sometimes  attain  tempo- 
rary composure.  Her  puUt  would  throb 
with  less  violence  ;  the  fire  would  grow 
VOL.  IV.  G  faint 
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faint  that  beamed  in  her  eyes.  Now 
her  attendants  indiiloed  soothing  hopes 
of  her  speedy  restoration  :  but  soon  a 
thought  of  insufferable  anguish  darted 
across  the  quivering  return  of  reason, 
and  she  sank,  with  a  fluttering  heart,  into 
the  arms  of  the  fiends  who  waited  to  en- 
snare her. 

And  who  can  wonder  at  the  fury 
which  rushed  through  her  brain,  when  • 
recollection  spread  forth  its  woful  ima- 
gery ?  Two  husbands  living  !  a  child, 
the  appalling  pledge  of  a  second  niar- 
ria^e,  while  the  husband  of  her  heart 
breathed  to  claim  the  privilege  of  her 
vet-un tasted  lips  !  Reason  might  recon- 
cile offended  morality,  by  the  plea  of  the 
conscious  integrity  of  the  adulteress;  but 
where  was  the  power  to  reconcile /rd/«g 
to    so    horrible    a    circumstance  ?      She 

locked 
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looked  over  all  the  vast  expanse  of  the 
surrounding  sky,   and  saw  no  streak  of 
hope  !     Say  that   sir   Everard  was  dead 
(and  dreadful  was  the  idea  of  deriving  a 
hint  at  consolation  from  the   death  of  a 
man  to  whom    she  had  sworn   unceasing 
duty,  in  the  presence  of  her  Maker  ! )  yet 
his  death  could  achieve  no  advantage  to 
her  fortune.     His  death,  alas  !    could  not 
wash  violation  from  her  trembling  frame. 
Say  that  Cuthbert  (who  was   the  soul 
of  generosity,  who  was  the  heart  of  ten- 
derness) bent  in  pitv  over  her   luckless 
pillow,    and    purified    her    unconscious 
crime   with  tears    of  forgiveness ;   alas  ! 
could    his   pardon,   or   his  pitv,    restore 
peace  to   her  breast?     An   unconscious 
adulteress  is  a  being  that  mny  be  con^- 
passionated,  but  is   one   that  ca!i   never 
meet  the  eye  of  fellow-creature  !     The 
c  2  \cvy 
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v^ry  idea  of  living  beneath  the  glance  of 
Ciithbert,  after  what  had  occurred,  (even 
had  no  testihionv  stood  in  the  face  of 
day  to  protest  her  involuntary  guilt), 
penetrated  her  brain  like  a  burning  arrow, 
and  distraction  waited  on  the  wound. 

There  was  but  one  source  from  which 
she  could  possibly  derive  comfort.  This 
was  the  healin<y  influence  of  religion. 
Secluded  in  some  monastic  pile,  she 
might  gently  wrap  round  her  the  veil  of 
conscious  innocence,  and  extract  peace 
from  the  benignity  of  her  God.  Bat 
ghostly  resignation  is  not  the  work  of  a 
day  with  the  warm  feelings  of  youth. 
Nor  did  the  Being  who  wishes  to  be  served 
by  action  vathcr  than  by  words,  mean 
thai  it  s'r.i^iild  be  otherwise.  And  what 
eye  so  circumstanced  could  look  without 
expanding  to  the  hideous  glare  of  insa- 
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t\ity,  over  the  long  hours  which  must  irf- 
tervene  before  the  balm  of  pious  resigna- 
tion fell  on  the  agonizing  heart? 

The    feelin<rs   of  earl    Rowland    were 

o  ■ 

scarcely  less  poignant  than  those  of  his 
daughter.  Ambition,  the  deity  to  which 
he  had  sacrificed  youth  and  prime,  and 
which  he  hoped  would  mantle  his  head 
even  on  a  dying  pillow,  now  stood  be- 
fore his  eyes  a  ghastly  skeleton  !  The 
ermine  fell  from  its  shoulders,  the  em- 
blazoned coat  dropped  from  its  breast, 
its  coronet  faded,  and  writhing  snakes 
started  from  beneath  the  velvet  f 

Awhile  he  fluctuated,  like  the  crafty 
fox  driven  to  its  closest  covert,  and  al- 
though he  heard  death  in  full  uproar  at 
his  heels,  still  hoped,  by  desperate  efforts, 
to  preserve  life  and  honour. 

His  messengers  had  searched,  with  care- 
G  3  ful 
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fill  earnestness,  each  place  that  was  judged 
likely  to  form  the  retreat  of  Cuthbert's 
mother  and  earl  Philip's  son.  No  dingle 
had  been  left  unexplored,  no  tenement 
within  the  demesnes  of  Waltham  un- 
searched,  nor  any  cavern  passed  with 
heedless  indifference.  Still  they  re- 
turned without  a  direct  discovery  of  the 
fugitives.  But  the  earl  had  a  secret 
emissary,  of  wily  parts  and  most  unsus- 
picious bearing.  This  agent  succeeded 
in  gaining  some  important  intelligence; 
and  a  train  was  immediately  laid,  on 
which  the  earl  built  a  confident  presage 
of  ultimate  success. 

He  then  directed  his  chief  attention  to 
the  recovery  of  lady  Gilibert,  convinced 
that  she  was  one  of  the  most  potent 
springs  of  the  machine  which  threatened 
him  with  destruction.  He  now  per- 
ceived 
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ceived  that  «o  be  halFa  villain  is  the  most 
daring  and  most  impolitic  of  all  ad- 
ventures. In  these  moments  of  dismay 
and  apprehension,  he  even  cursed  the 
clemency  which  had  restrained  his  arm, 
and  withheld  him  from  sacrificing  his  wi- 
dowed sister.  But  this  curse  he  breathed 
in  passion   and  in   extremity. 

The  earl  did  not  doubt  but  that  lady 
Gilibert  had  taken  sanctuary  in  the  mo- 
nastery of  St.  Ambrose.  He  was  igno- 
rant of  the  existence  of  Cuthbert,  and 
could  not  apprehend  the  possibility  of 
the  lady  effecting  an  unprotected  and 
unguided  flight  from  the  fastnesses  of  his 
extensive  earldom.  To  the  monastery 
he  therefore  repaired,  determined  by 
stratagem,  or  force,  to  regain  possession 
of  his  sister's  person,  if  she  w^re  there 
sheltered. 

G  4  The 
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The  monastery  of  St.  Ambrose  was 
built  by  one  of  earl  Rowland's  predeces- 
sors; but  the  pious  founder  (who  reared 
the  edifice  in  consequence  of  a  religious 
vow)  had  humbly  tendered  the  power  of 
nominating  the  father  abbot  to  the  Pope. 
Various  doubts  concerning  the  omnipo- 
tence of  his  holiness,  had  crept  into  the 
bosom  of  many  of  king  Henry's  cour- 
tiers, at  an  early  period  of  the  reign  ; 
and  my  lord  of  Waltham  was  among  the 
first  to  deride  the  presumptions  of  priest- 
craft, although  he  was  himself  the  victim 
of  gross  superstition  in  other  respects. 
Thus  was  he  prepared  to  look  with  dis- 
dafn  on  the  monastic  ruler  forced  on  the 
foundation  of  his  own  ancestry  by  the 
haughty  pontiff;  and  if  an  angel,  named 
by  the  Pope,  had  been  constituted  father 
abbot  of  St.  Ambrose,  I  ween  my  lord 

of 
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of  Waltham  would  have  found  occasion 
for  quarrel,  and  cause  of  contemptuous 
and  irreverent  jeerings. 

All  holy  volumes^  in  the  early  part  of 
kingHenry's reign, were  written  in  Latin; 
but  it  did  not  follow  that  all  holy  church- 
men were  masters  of  that  language.  It 
is  possible,  therefore,  that  some  precepts 
of  the  Christian  doctrine  might  escape 
their  notice;  at  any  rate  (whether he  had 
read  the  sentence  or  not)  the  abbot  of 
St.  Ambrose  declined  practising  that 
command  which  directs  both  laymen  and 
ecclesiastics  to  return  good  for  evil.  In 
a  word,  he  was  the  determined  foe  of  the 
present  possessor  of  Waltham  castle. 

Of  this,  earl  Rowland  was  aware  ;  and 
he  endeavoured  to  take  the  churchman 
by  surprise,  and  suddenly  appeared  at 
G  ^  that^ 
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the  monastery  gate,  attended  by  a  nu- 
merous retinue  of  vassals,  in  their  most 
gorgeous  array.  But  the  abbot  was  pre- 
pared for  his  visit,  and  received  him  with 
the  utmost  pomp  that  sacerdotal  meek- 
ness could  assume  in  its  retired  functions. 
He  was  sitting  in  his  room  of  dignity, 
clad  in  the  full  habiliments  of  his  office. 
A  table  stood  before  him,  covered  with  a 
rich  carpet,  and  on  the  table  was  placed 
an  ivory  crucifix,  beside  which  lay  open 
a  huge,  black-letter  volume.  Novices 
were  ranged  behind  his  chair,  and  a  little 
noviciate,  who  acted  as  a  page,  knelt  at 
his  left  foot. 

"  A  good  morrow  to  you,  holy  father 
abbot  !''  said  earl  Rowland,  as  he  entered 
the  room,     ''  I  am  come  hither  to  crave 


}our  blessing." 


Take 
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''  Take  it,  my  son  !"  returned  the  ab- 
bot. "  Thus  I  scatter  over  your  head  the 
holy  wishes  of  the  chureh.'* 

"May  it  please  you," said  the  earl,  after 
he  had  returned  constrained  thanks  for 
the  pious  dispensation,  ''  to  dismiss 
these  attendants  on  your  dignified  retire- 
ment ?  I  have  words  which  do  not 
brook  a  numerous  auditory." 

"  Assuredly,  my  son  !"  replied  the  ab- 
bot, waving  his  hand  as  a  signal  of  dis- 
mission ;  ''  the  church  is  ever  ready  to 
lend  a  secret  ear  to  the  wishes  of  her 
children." 

"Father!"  said  earl  Rowland,  "it is  not 
regarding  scruples  of  conscience  that  I 
would  now  beg  your  hearing;  albeit,  at 
a  leisure  moment,  I  have  many  to  submit 
to  your  ghostly  wisdom.  But  I  come  to 
you  on  troubles  of  another  nature.  I 
c  6  have 
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have  something-  of  clear  importance  and 
brotherly  love  to  communicate  to  the 
lady  Giliberr.  Grant  me  the  favour  of 
ushering  me  to  her  presence.*' 

''  The  lady  Gliibert,  son  ?"  returned 
the  abbot.  '*  Sojourns  she  not  then 
within  your  castle  ?*' 

"  Holy  churchman,"  cried  the  earl, 
*'  you  know  that  she  does  not.  Award 
ipe  the  boon  ofbrevity.  The  lady  would 
not  brook  delay  if  she  knew  the  nature 
of  my  tidings.** 

''Son!'*  said  the  abbot,  "Tvow  by 
our  tutelar  saint,  the  holy  Ambrose,  that 
the  lady  is  not  within  these  walls  !'*^ 

The  earl  hesitated  an  instant,  unwilling 
to  betray  his  eagerness,  unless  assured 
that  the  lady  was  indeed  protected  in  the 
monastery.  Then  he  disdained  all  doubt, 
and,  starting  from  his  seat,  he  exclaimed, 

*'  Churchman  ! 
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Churchman  !   your  wiles  are  unavailing. 
Shall  I  speak  plain  ?      I  would  not  credit 
the  successor  of  St.  Peter  himself,  if  he 
uttered  the  words  which  have,  even  now:, 
passed  your  lips.     Clad  in  that  pompous 
robe  of  ecclesiastical  assumption,  you  for- 
get that  you  are  the  pensioner  of  earl 
Cecil,   my   ancestor.     While  you  fatten 
on  the  bounty  of  my  family,  respect  its 
representative.     What !  shall  his  holiness 
place  a  stilted   churchman  close   beside 
my  own  castle,  to  meddle  with  my  family 
policy,   and  dare  to    raise  a  barrier  be- 
tween the  reconciliation  of  a  loving  bi*o- 
ther  and  his  hasty  kinswoman.^     Grant 
nie  sight  of  the  lady,  this   instant,  or  I 
will  appeal  to  Rome  by  an  especial  mes- 
senger." 

Passion,  and  not  respect,  had  prevented 
the  abbot  from  interrupting  this  speech. 

He 
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lie  gasped  for  utterance,  and  articulated 
with  difficulty,  *'  Not  credit  the  successor 
of  St.  Peter.?  Profane  and  headstrong 
violator  of  an  immaculate  name  !  I  heed 
not  myself;  I  know  that  man  is  a  worm  ; 
you  see  iiow  calm,  how  humble,  I  am  be- 
neath the  taunt  of  the  scoffer  !  But  your 
sacrilegious  mention  of  the  unerring 
head  of  the  church  shall  be  carefully 
noted  1  1  will  dispatch  to  Rome  an  es- 
pecial messenger;  and  when  he  returns, 
brace  your  nerves  for  the  horror  of  ex- 
communication. Meanwhile  thus  I  dart 
to  your  soul  the  anathema  of  the  offended 
church  !" 

The  earl  shook  his  glove  in  disdain. 
'^  A  mio-htv  blunt  arrow,  methinks  !" 
said  he,  with  bitter  derision.  ''It  touches 
not  the  skin;  and,  thank  the  stars,  my 
soul  is  not  in  a  father  abbot's  keeping  ! 

Reverend 
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Reverend  father,  a  word  in  your  ear  !  See 
that  your  messenger  be  mainly  expedi- 
tious, or,  perchance,  the  '  head  of  the 
church  '  may  lose  authority  before  his 
bull  of  excommunication  arrives." 

'^  Oh,  monstrous!'*  cried  the  abbot; 
"  the  ground  trembles  beneath  you  !" 

"  I  do  not  feel  it  shake,  father!"  re- 
plied earl  Rowland,  stamping  his  foot  on 
the  floor. 

'*  Then  listen    to  my   prediction^  and 
tremble  yourself!"  exclaimed  the  church- 
man.    "  Speak  with  more  reverence  of 
a  mysterious    power  above   your  carnal 
comprehension,    or    when    that  bull,  of 
which  you  talk  so  lightly,  is  delegated  to 
my  hand,  I  may  have  to  fix  it  on  a  fore- 
head from  which  the  coronet  has  fallen." 
The  earl  did  tremble,  in  rage  and  dis- 
may, while  he  gazed  on  the  impassioned 

priest. 
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priest.  ''Thou  dangerous  viper!"  sairf 
he,  in  a  low  voice,  *'are  such  thy  machi*- 
nations  ?  Thou  needest  indeed  the  in- 
terposition of  a  strong  arm.  But  we  will. 
try  whether  St.  Peter's  follower  can  prcr- 
tect  the  threatener  oflawful  nobles.  We 
will  see  whether  thou  canst  be  made  to 
produce  the  dreaming  lady  Gilibert,  on 
the  claim  of  an  offended  relative.'*  With 
these  words^  he  approached  the  window, 
and  sounded  the  bugle  which  hung  from 
his  girdle. 

On  hearing  that  sound,  the  train  who 
^vaited  on  ihe  auter  side  of  the  monastery 
uttered  a  loud  shout,  and  trumpets  were 
heard  blowing  the  signal  for  a  charge. 

The  abbot  sank  backwards  in  terror. 
Words  were  his  weapons,  and  they  were 
of  no  avail  against  such  an  assault  as  was 
threatened  by  these  turbulent  denotations. 

"  What. 
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''  What  is  it  thou  wouldst  have,  earl 
Rowland  ?"  said  he,  in  a  tremulous  voice. 
"  We  may  have  been  both  too  hasty.'' 

"  Inform  me  all  that  thou  knowest 
respecting  the  lady  Gilibert,  and  her  fan- 
ciful sorrows/'  returned  the  earl.  "  Per- 
haps too  thou  art  concerned  in  the  mys- 
tery which  hangs  over  the  fate  of  sir 
Everard  Anhault  ?'* 

A  second  shout  arose  from  the  band 
without  the  monastery  walls. 

''  Son  !"  said  the  abbot — before  he 
could  speak  further,  the  door  opened, 
and  the  confidential  agent  of  the  earl  en- 
tered the  apartment.  His  looks  bespoke 
his  haste,  and  apologized  for  the  abrupt- 
ness of  his  entrance.  He  claimed  an  au- 
dience of  the  earl's  private  ear;  and 
Rowland  placed  sufficient  confidence  on 
his  judgment  to  quit   the  monastery  in 

consequence 
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consequence  of  his  interposition.  He 
mounted  his  horse^,  and  as  he  bent  his 
wav  homewards,  this  secret  friend  im- 
parted  to  him  the  nature  of  his  in- 
telligence. 

The  story  was  indeed  of  dear  import  to 
earl  Rowland's  interest.  It  appeared 
that  a  vagrant  tenant  of  the  earidom  had, 
in  crossing  the  country,  perceived  the 
march  of  Cuthbert  and  his  little  train  to- 
wards the  metroDolis.  He  identified  a 
female  of  the  party  as  lady  Gilibert;  and 
earl  Rowland  readily  conceived  the  na- 
ture of  her  resolves,  and  the  aim  of  her 
journey.  Privacy  then  wac>  no  longer 
attainable;  and  two  modes  of  action  only 
remained  for  his  despairing  choice.  So 
firmly  seated  was  Henry's  power,  that  re- 
volt was  chimerical.  He  might  die  in- 
gloriously  by  his  own  desperate  hand,  in 

the 


AN  OLD  FAMILY   LEGEND.  139 

the  black  seclusion  of  his  usurped  abode; 
or  he  might  riish  boldly  forward,  and 
strive  to  enforce  a  persuasion  of  his  in- 
nocence by  the  affectation  of  blushless 
integrity. 

He  entered  the  castle  in  deep  medita- 
tion. He  turned,  in  sickly  disgust,  from 
the  homage  of  his  vassals  as  he  passed  the 
portal.  His  train  filed  away,  and  he  en- 
tered alone  into  the  state-hall  of  his  an- 
cestors. He  paused  in  the  midst  of  the 
spacious  place.  Surrounding  banners 
waved  over  his  head.  He  placed  both 
hands  on  his  throbbing  heart,  and  looked 
with  pale  despair,  on  that  trophy,  sus- 
pended over  his  armorial  bearings,  which 
he  had  won,  with  a  gallant  hand,  from 
the  proudest  chivalry  of  France.  It 
seemed  to  droop  over  his  head  I  He 
remembered    what     he    had    been;     he 

thought 
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thought  of  TL'hat  he  zvas  ;  and  a  tear  of 
wouiKled  honour  fell  down  his  manly 
cheek. 

Then  his  breast  heaved  in  martial  dis- 
dain. He  would  have  given  a.  second 
earldom  to  recal  that  single  tear  !  He 
turned  to  the  elevated  seat  on  which  he 
had  so  often  sat  in  baronial  grandeur. 
The  shadow  of  ambition  seemed  to  stand 
beside  it,  and  to  solicit  his  advance  I  He 
loosened  his  sheathed  sword,  and  strained 
It  in  his  grasp:  "I  will  die  as  I  have 
lived  !"  cried  be,  ''and  be  great,  though 
in  ruins.  Is  it  Rowland  who  trembles 
before  the  impotent  assault  of  puny 
women  and  possessed  nurselings  ?  Come 
forth,  my  glittering,  my  only  friend.  I 
will  no  longer  sit  immured  in  this  trea- 
cherous fastness  of  stone.  My  banner 
shall  wave  in  the  face  of  day,  and  stout 
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"is  the  arm  which  dares  to  strike  it  in  dis- 
dain. Avaunt,  witch-bound  fears  !  It  is 
Rowland  of  Waltham  who  rushes  on  the 
career  of  fate  !  Soon  will  I  return,  tri- 
umphant over  the  idle  clamour  of  my 
opponents.  A  tale  so  unseemly  must 
needs  sink  before  my  boldness,  and  pe- 
rish in  the  dust.  My  lady  Gilibert ;  sir 
Cuthbert's  degenerate  mother  !  a  dotard 
only  would  listen  to  their  ravings.  But 
sir  Everard  ?  there  rests  a  fearful  point  ! 
May  a  mass,  more  heavy  than  the  quarry 
from  which  this  huge  castle  was  formed, 
press,  at  this  moment,  on  his  wasted  bo- 
som !  Let  him  be  dead,  I  care  not  who 
revels  in  the  privilege  of  breathing.  Yet, 
surely,  interest  must  bind  him  to  my  for- 
tunes. Matilda!  (poor  blossom,  that 
should  have  risen  to  meet  the  sun  of  a 
happier  season  i)  fare  thee  well  !  I  re- 
turn 
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turn  to  place  the  promise  of  a  golden 
circle  on  your  child's  baby  temples,  or  I 
return  a  corse,  which  even  the  vaults  of 
iny  native  turrets  must  be  disgraced  by 
receiving.  Who  waits  there?  Summon 
my  esquires,  and  let  my  horses  of  speed 
be  saddled  on  the  instant  !  Be  my  train 
gorgeous  !  The  whole  pride  of  the  Wal- 
thams  shall  shine  forth  on  this  adventu- 
rous dav.  vSee  !  the  banner-staves  mo- 
tion  towards  the  roof,  in  token  of  tri- 
umph. Would  that  this  were  the  mo- 
ment to  settle  the  important  question  of 
death  or  honour  !'* 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.  VIII. 


The  lady  Alice  de  ^^o^daunt  received  her 
distressed  kinswoman  with  the  utmost 
possible  respect  and  commiseration. — 
This  ladv  was  the  relict  of  dame  Gili- 
bert's  brother — that  gallant  baron  De 
Mordaunt  who  perished  in  one  of  the 
two  mighty  ships  which  were  destroyed 
by  fire,  during  the  engagement  between 
my  lord  admiral,  sir  Edward  Howard,  and 
the  French  fleet.  The  baron  left  no  is- 
sue, and  in  the  moment  of  his  death  the 
title  became  extinct. 

The 
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The  widowed  lady  Alice  maintained  all 
the  dignity  which  she  was  accustomed  to 
consider  as  due  to  the  representative  of 
so  potent  a  house,  although  she  seldom 
appeared  personally  in  connexion  with 
the  ceremonious  pomp  of  her  establish- 
ment. Acts  of  devotion,  and  offices  of 
charity,  formed  at  once  the  business  and 
the  solace  of  her  life;  and  it  was  sup- 
posed that  she  would  never  have  visited 
London,  or  entered  the  tumult  of  a 
court,  had  it  not  been  for  the  tender  res- 
pect which  she  bore  towards  queen  Ka- 
therine,  with  whose  secret  fears  she  was 
acquainted,  and  on  whose  retired  houi*s 
she  was  a  constant  attendant. 

This  sage  and  admirable  lady  listened 
to  the  story  of  her  sister's  wrongs  with 
mingled  grief  and  indignation,  and  pro- 
mised to  aid^  with  all  the  strength  which 

she 
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she  was  capable  of  commanding,  the  ef- 
forts towards  redress  of  a  relative  so 
deeply  injured.  She  scorned  every  idea 
of  reserve,  and  besought  the  lady  Gili- 
bert  to  neglect  no  circumstance  of  pub- 
licity in  regard  to  her  approach  to  the 
throne.  Accordingly,  when  the  suited 
hour  of  the  following  morning  arrived> 
a  numerous  band  of  the  servitors  of 
lady  Alice  appeared,  clad  in  the  full  live- 
ry of  the  De  Mordaunts,  for  the  purpose 
of  attending  dame  Gilibert  to  court. 

The  inn  of  lady  Alice  w^as  situated  on 
the  bank  of  the  river,  and  lady  Gilibert 
and  sir  Cuthbert  proceeded  to  Privy- 
bridge  in  the  state-barge,  with  streamers 
flying,  but  without  those  bursts  of  music 
to  which  the  rowers  were  accustomed  to 
strike  time  as  the  barge  proceeded. 

When  the  party  landed^  horses  were  in 
VOL.  IT,  H  readines* 
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readiness  to  convey  them  to  York- place 
(afterwards  termed  Whitehall.)  Wolsey 
ao  longer  tenanted  this  splendid  mansion, 
"ilie  mighty  were  fallen  !  Wolsey  was 
disgraced,  and  stripped  of  all,  except  his 
ecclesiastical  garb  and  cardinal's  hat.  The 
Xing  now  occupied  his  palace,  and  thither 
the  lady  Gilibert  bent  her  way. 

First  rode  two  trumpets^  sounding  a 
flourish  as  they  advanced.  Then  my 
lady  Cecils  almoner,  his  horse  led  by  two 
poor  knights  of  the  De  Mordaunt  house- 
hold. Six  servitors  succeeded  ;  the  arms 
of  the  DeMordaunts  largely  emblazoned 
on  their  cloaks,  and  each  man's  hat  be- 
decked with  two  short  feathers,  the  one 
white,  the  other  black.  Dame  Gilibert 
then  appeared,  ttvo  pages  leading  her 
palfrey,  and  sir  Cuthbert  gallantly  riding 
by  her  side,  mounted  on  a  trained  horse, 

well 
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"Well  suited  to  the  support  of  his  knightly 
form.  A  long  range  of  servitors,  riding 
two  by  two,  closed  the  cavalcade. 

When  they  entered  the  court-yard  of 
the  palace,  sir  Cuthbert  helped  the  lady 
to  dismount,  and  then  conducted  her  into 
a  private  chamber,  while  he  signified  her 
approach  to  the  lords  in  attendance. 

When  he  had  so  done,  he  further  re- 
quested that  lord  Sandys  would  procure 
him  ( ifso  great  a  favour  might  be  granted 
to  so  humble  an  applicant)  a  moment's 
audience  on  his  own  account,  before  he 
presumed  to  enter  the  presence,  in  con- 
strained accusation  of  another. 

The  king  granted  his  boon,  and  he  en- 
tered the  chamber  of  royalty.  While  yet 
he  knelt,  in  due  humility,  before  the 
footstool,  the  baron  of  Chesterdale  (who 
Avas  now  in  Henry's  confidence,  and  who 
H  2  stood 
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Stood  behind  the  regal  chair)  thus  spoke: 
"  Sir  Cuthbert  Evelyn  !  his  highness  de- 
sires me  to  note  unto  you  that  he  re- 
ceived the  dispatch  written  during  your 
sickness  in  Spain.  The  boundless  cle- 
mency of  his  grace  causes  him  to  admit 
that  the  heavy  and  sore  affliction  with 
which  you  were  troubled,  so  shortly  after 
your  landing,  must  be  received  as  a  suffi- 
cient warrantry  for  your  delay.  The  no- 
bleman then  advancing  to  the  Alhambra,* 
with  fresh  instructions  foryou^  acted  bold- 
ly_,  but  with  no  more  boldness  than  circum- 
stances rendered  fitting,  in  taking  the  dis- 
patches from  your  enfeebled  hand.  By 
him  the  mission  was  duly  executed.  His 
grace  most  benignantly  pardons  your 
seeming  disobedience." 

*  A  palace  of  Spain,  in  which  Charles  V.  (the  then 
monarch)  frequently  kept  his  court. 

'/  Oh, 
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"  Oh,  life  is  too  short,  and  the  firmest 
loyalty  all  too  weak,  to  speak  my  lowly 
thanks  !*'  cried  Cuthbert. 

''  Rise,"  said  the  king,  ^'  if  we  have 
forestalled  the  purport  of  your  boon. 
We  have  not  leisure  for  many  words. 
Conduct  the  widowed  lady  Gilibert  to  our 
presence." 

Cuthbert  rose,  and  after  reverently 
bowing,  proceeded  to  obey  the  sove- 
reign's command. 

Lord  Sandys  marshalled  the  way,  and 
Cuthbert  handed  lady  Gilibert  to  the 
awful  presence.  The  king  sat  on  an  ele- 
vated seat,  beneath  a  cloth  of  gold.  My 
lord  Chesterdale,  and  the  rival  of  his 
duty,  stood  with  their  wands  of  office  be- 
hind the  monarch.  A  rich  carpet  was 
spread  before  Henry's  footstool,  on  which 
Cuthbert  and  the  lady  knelt.  King 
H  3  Henry 
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Henry  nodded,  in  token  of  a  gracious  re- 
ception, and  demanded  the  lady's  will? 
Eut  all  her  courage  was  fled  !  When 
anticipating  this  solemn  moment,  she  had 
believed  herself  indued  with  unconquer- 
able fortitude  while  standing  forwards  in 
defence  of  an  injured  heir,  and  in  accusa- 
tion of  triumphant  villany.  But  now 
that  the  moment  was  present,  she  wanted 
power  to  form  a  sentence,  and  broke 
into  an  agony  of  tears. 

Cuthbert,  with  manly  grade,  endea- 
voured to  re-assure  her,  and  the  king 
condescended  to  bid  her  be  of  courage. 
"Lady!"  said  he,  *Mnnocence  should 
never  fear  to  look  in  the  face  of  justice. 
Justice  frowns  not  on  the  guilty  ;  she 
even  punishes  with  sedateness  !  But 
tender  hearts  will  feel  alarm,  and  soft 
eyes  weep  before  the  shadow  of  danger. 

Lady, 
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lady,  rise,  and  be  of  heart  !  we  know  the 
loyalty  of  your  ancestry,  and  have  long 
respected  your  personal  worth.  Say  we 
not  enough  ?  Lady,  throw  off  appre- 
hension, and  speak  without  reserve.'* 

''Most  gracious  sovereign!"  replied 
lady  Gilibert,  faintly,  "  the  desolate  heart 
of  a  widow,  the  bereaved  bosom  of  a  dis- 
tressful mother,  labour  to  return  thanks 
for  such  benignant  goodness;  but  my 
thoughts  lack  words,  and  my  tongue 
seems  fearful  to  perform  its  office.  You 
bid  me  be  of  courage  ;  guilt  indeed  only 
should  be  timid  ;  but  I  am  a  weak  woman, 
and  I  am  in  trouble  !  Pardon  my  tears; 
they  overwhelm  my  heart,  and  smother 
my  voice  in  spite  of  every  effort." 

Here  she  fell  back  in  the  arms  of  Cuth- 
bert,  and  wept  with  convulsive  force. 

When  she  was  in  some  shape  recovered^ 
H  4  the 
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the  king  mildly  chided  her  timidity,  anJ 
again    demanded    the     nature    of    her 


grievance. 


''  Mighty  sovereign !"  replied  she^ 
*'  dreadful  is  the  appeal  of  an  injured  wi- 
dow against  the  brother  of  her  entombed 
lord ;  painful  to  humanity  is  the  charge 
preferred  by  a  wronged  mother  against  the 
near  kinsman  who  should  have  been  the 
guardian  of  her  child_,  but  who  has  proved 
the  withholder  of  his  rights,  the  tyrant  of 
his  person  ;  yet  these  charges  I  now  (wo- 
ful  is  the  hour  1 )  am  compelled  to  make  ; 
and  Rowland,  falsely  called  ninth  earl  of 
Waltham,  is  the  man  against  whose  injus- 
tice I  claim  your  royal  protection.'* 

*'  Good  lady  !*'  said  the  king,  *'  we  are 
ready  to  lend  a  free  and  unbiassed  bosom 
to  your  complaint.  But  earl  Rowland 
has  hitherto  been  deemed  a  staunch  sub- 
ject. 
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}ect,  and  a  valiant  noble.  As  such,  he 
has  an  equal  claim  on  our  indulgence. 
Nay,  justice  imperiously  requires  that  the 
accused  should  listen  to  the  terms  of  his 
indictment.  Lady,  the  earl  of  Walthara 
knelt  before  our  footstool  this  morning, 
and  petitioned  to  meet  you,  face  to  face, 
should  you  appeal  to  our  authority." 

*'Earl  Rowland  dare  to  look  on  mf/ 
forehead?"  cried  lady  Gilibert,  starting 
from  her  knees;  ''  I  would  front  him  be- 
fore the  assembled  host  of  Heaven  !** 

The  king  nodded.  A  door  was  opened, 
and  earl  Rowland  entered  the  presence. 

All  lady  Gilibert's  timidity  vanished  on 
the  instant.  Her  son's  wrongs  bestowed 
armour  of  steel  on  her  heart,  and  the 
shade  of  her  husband  seemed  to  take 
place  by  her  side,  and  point  towards  their 
oppressor  with  an  arm  of  vengeance. 
II  5  The 
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The  earl  stood,  in  all  the  loftiness  of  his 
native  pride,  while  he  looked  on  the  lady 
with  a  counterfeited  sternness  of  surprise; 
then  he  knelt,  and  paid  becoming  ho- 
mage to  the  throne. 

''  And  dost  thou  dare/'  cried  lady  Gili- 
bert,  when  the  earl  arose,  "  to  meet  me 
before  the  awful  visage  of  an  upright 
king  ?  Let  my  child's  distorted  features 
rise  to  thy  eyes ;  let  my  husband's 
threatening  form  place  its  cold  hand  on 
thy  perverted  heart;  and  then  thou 
must  needs  sink  to  the  ground,  before  the 
glance  of  thy  monarch,  and  own  thyself  a 
traitor,  with  tears  of  blood  !" 

"  Unhappy  sister  V  said  the  earl, 
**  your  malady  is  not  unknown  to  some 
nobles  of  our  gracious  sovereign's  court. 
Through  many  dreary  hours  have  you 
been  watched,  when  solitude  would  have 

been 
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'been  dangerous  to  yon.  Had  your  care- 
ful friends  apprehended  this  continued 
weakness,  they  would  have  preserved  you 
from  busy  and  malicious  designers,  who 
have  thus  raised  phantoms  in  your  mind, 
to  the  injury  of  your  peace,  and  the  dis- 
grace of  your  wisdom." 

'^  Oh  !  wily  and  dangerous  foe-man  ! 
is  it  thus  that  thou  wouldest  represent 
the  strange  complexion  of  my  wrongs?" 
exclaimed  lady  Gilibert.  ^'It  is  well 
that  I  have  other  support  than  the  weak 
protestations  of  my  own  trembling  lip  ! 
Behold  this  youth  !  He  has  a  lengthened 
tale  to  unfold,  and  each  sentence  is  big 
with  fate." 

The  earl  turned.     He  had  not,  hitherto, 
noticed  the  presence  of  Cuthbert;  but 
when  he  beheld  the  man  so  closely  con- 
nected with  his  fortunes,  restored,  as  it 
H  Q  were. 
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were,  from  the  grave,  and  brought  to 
confront  him  before  a  tribunal  of  such 
potent  authority,  he  started  backwards 
with  alarm,  and  exclaimed,  "  Is  it  Cuth- 
bert  that  I  see,  or  a  ghost  invoked  from 
the  shades  to  overcome  me  with  wonder  ?" 

"  It  is  certainly  sir  Cuthbert,"  said  the 
king.  ''  We  were  also  surprised  at  his 
entrance,  for  we  thought  him  dead.  But 
still,  my  lord  of  Waltham,  we  did  not 
fancy  him  a  ghost  I" 

Cuthbert  meantime  bowed  to  the  earl, 
with  mingled  pain  arid  confusion. 

Earl  Rowland  soon  recovered  from  the 
agory  of  surprise  to  which  he  had  been 
subject.  ''  Mighty  sovereign  !*'  said  he, 
"  you  know  not  the  feeling — the  acute 
feeling  !  with  which  I  behold  the  exist- 
ence of  this  pernicious  inmate.  He  to 
confront  me  !     He  to  dare  to  issue  forth 

as 
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as  my  accuser  !  Most  just  and  liberal  so- 
vereign !  allow  me  a  few  words.  Your 
grace  cannot  grant  them  with  more  re- 
luctance than  I  speak  them  with  pain. 
This  monster,  this  base  ingrate — I  speak 
it  with  tears — tears  of  diso;race  brou^^ht 
to  my  war-worn  cheek  by  the  folly  of  my 
only  child  !  this  just  witness,  may  it 
please  your  highness,  dared,  while  I  shel- 
tered him  beneath  my  roof,  to  steal  the 
affections  of  my  daughter.  What  shall  I 
say  ?  I  fear  that  he  had  tempted  her  to 
step  to  the  very  extremity  of  delicacy, 
when  your  grace  happily  ordered  him  to 
repair  to  the  court  of  Spain.  The  know- 
ledge of  this^  her  most  baneful  miscon- 
duct, led  me  to  lend  a  willing  ear  to  the 
wishes  of  sir  Everard  Anhault  :  though, 
assuredly,  if  iincontaminated  by  the  arts 
of  yonder  traitor,    my   daughter  might 

have 
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have  looked  to  a  nobler  alliance.  I  know 
not  the  private  extent  of  his  infamous 
overtures;  I  only  know  that  the  interfe- 
rence of  your  highness,  by  ordering  my 
daughter's  seducer  to  a  foreign  land,  most 
certainly  prevented  his  7na7Tiage  with  the 
heiress  of  my  revenues.  Sir  Everard  was 
content ;  and  nine  months  after  that  un- 
happy knight's  nuptials  with  my  daugh- 
ter, she  was  delivered  of  a  son." 

Here  Cuthbert  stepped  forward,  and 
was  about  to  speak,  when  the  king  waved 
his  hand.  "  This  story,"  said  Henry, 
^'  does  indeed  plead  much,  earl  Waltham, 
in  your  behalf.  Let  the  proof  wait  on 
more  leisure.  The  question  demands 
irK^st  careful  hearing.  My  lady  Gilibert, 
we  have  not  yet  learned  the  nature  of 
your  allegations.     Proceed,  I  say." 

The  lady  Gilibert  recited  her  charge 

with 
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with  simplicity  and  conciseness,  though 
feeling   would    sometimes    prevail   over 
judgment^  and  tears  gush  forth  when  she 
mentioned    the    name    of  her  wretched 
child.     She  averred  that^  from  the  infor- 
mation of  Cuthbert,  she  had  become  ac- 
quainted with  the  existence  of  her  son. 
She  described  the  manner  in  which  she 
had  procured  access  to  the  miserable  cap- 
tive^ and  stated  the  subsequent  (light  of 
Cuthbert's     mother    and    her    hopeless 
charge.      She   declared  Cuthbert  to   be 
ready  to  depose   to  the  validity   of  the 
narration,  and  to  be  prepared  with  effi- 
cient witnesses  when  king  Henry  would 
appoint  the  day  of  hearing.     During  the 
interval,  she  threw  herself  on  the  protec- 
tion of  his  highness,  and  entreated  him 
to  issue  his  saving  orders  for  the  preser- 
vation of  her  child. 

"  We 
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"  We  were  not  fit  to  rule  in  a  christian 
land/*  said  the  king,  'Mfwe  neglected 
means  for  the  preservation  of  a  subject ; 
and  meet  were  it  that  the  fasces  were 
trodden  under  foot,  by  the  rabble  beyond 
our  palace-gates,  if  we  withheld  trial  from 
any  seemly  claimant.  Your  boon  there- 
fore is  granted.  Our  law  officers  shall 
prepare  for  formal  disquisition.  Mean- 
time^ be  this  fugitive  woman  what  she 
may,  and  be  the  forlorn,  who  accompa- 
nies her,  earl  Philip's  son  or  not,  my 
lord  of  Waltham,  as  you  value  our  coun- 
tenance, and  respect  our  command,  take 
especial  care  that  they  both  be  forth- 
coming on  the  day  of  hearing.'' 

"  Most  dread  sovereign  !''said  the  earl, 
falling  on  one  knee,  "  my  leader  in  bat- 
tle, my  earthly  god  when  peace  waves  its 
fragrant  branch  over  the  rejoicing  land  ! 

I  was 
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I  was  nursed  in  the  iron  lap  of  chivalry, 
and  fondled  a  lance  as  my  boyish  toy. 
Never  has  my  vow  of  knighthood  been 
disgraced,  nor  has  my  sword  ever  thirsted 
after  blood,  when  my  adversary  cried  for 
quarter.  I  claim,  therefore,  the  privi- 
lege of  my  forefathers;  a  trial  by  combat 
when  my  title  is  disputed.  If  any  man 
gainsay  the  validity  of  my  right,  let  him 
come  forward  !  and  if  he  be  of  knightly 
bearing  and  unstained  arms,  so  help  me 
God  and  my  good  cause,  lam  disposed  to 
meet  him  manfully  !" 

''Holy  Paul !"  exclaimed  Henry,  ''thou 
speakest  like  a  true  knight,  and  a  stout 
baron  !  That  monarch  never  felt  the 
weight  of  armour  at  the  evening  of  a 
well-fought  day,  who  would  seek  to  stay 
the  haughtiness  of  thy  courage.     Let  the 

trumpet?* 
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trumpets  sound,  and  my  nobles  be  sum- 
moned !" 

Here  the  trumpets  blew  a  flourish^  and 
the  throng  of  nobles,  who  waited  in  the 
adjacent  chambers^  entered  the  room  of 
state. 

''  Be  it  known/'  said  the  king,  ''  that 
v;e  appoint  this  day  two  months  for  the 
trial  of  a  suit  at  arms  between  earl  Row- 
land, of  Waltham,  and  any  man  of  cogni- 
zable bearing  who  ventures  to  question 
the  sanctity  of  his  title  !  Lord  Marshall 
to  your  care  v«'e  submit  each  becoming 
preparation.  Lady  Gilibert,  repose  with- 
out fear;  God  favours  the  just,  and  if 
your  cause  be  such,  your  cViampion  will 
fight  with  a  sword  of  triumphant  sharp- 
ness. My  lord  of  Waltham,  you  have 
appealed  to  the  laws  of  chivalry :  you 

shall 
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shall  have  a  clear  field ;  and  a  true 
knight  wishes  for  no  more.  Now  to- 
wards St.  James's  hospital.*  Lady,  adieu  !'* 
The  trumpets  loudly  sounded,  and 
"  the  king,  the  king  !  To  horse,  to  horse  !" 
was  echoed  through  the  passages,  while 
his  grace,  and  the  obsequious  nobles, 
speedily  quitted  the  chamber  of  audience. 


CHAP.  IX. 


The  news  of  an  approaching  trial  at  arms 
did  not  fail   to  create  a  general  interest 

*  King  Henry  was,  at  this  time,  erecting  the  present 
palace  on  the  site  of  the  antieut  hospital  dedicated  to 
St.  Jamt  s. 

throughout 
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throughout  the  metropolis.  Every  noble 
felt  interested  in  a  case  so  closely  con- 
nected with  the  safety  of  hereditary  title, 
and  with  the  dignity  of  chivalry.  The 
commons  were  quite  indifferent  as  to  the 
validity  of  claims  of  succession,  but  the 
majority  of  them  were  animated  by  a 
martial  spirit,  and  delighted  in  exhibi- 
tions of  manly  courage.  Those  who  were 
compounded  of  such  sordid  dust  as  boast- 
ed no  touch  of  chivalric  ardour,  indulged 
in  superstitious  arguments  concerning  the 
result  of  the  trial;  and  looked  forward, 
with  amazing  earnestness,  to  the  hour  in 
which  a  new  miracle  was  to  stand  dis- 
closed, and  justice  to  be  manifested  by 
the  triumph  or  discomfiture  of  the  lordly 
defendant. 

Deep  was  the  anxiety,  and  mighty  the 
preparations,  of  the  respective  parties. 

Oft 
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On  these  we  have  no  leisure  to  dwell ; 
the  morn  of  the  eventful  day  is  risen. 
Hark  !    the  cathedral  bell  tells  six.     Al- 
ready the  trumpets  of  the  guard  sound  a 
blasts  and  busy  throngs,  all   tumult  and 
expectation,   hurry  through  the  streets, 
and  press  towards  the  theatre  of  contest. 
What   motley  crowds   encumber    the 
streets  !   apprentices  in  camlet,  and  citi- 
zens in   their  Sunday-suits    of    velvet  ; 
porters    in    trunk-hose,    and  gentlemen 
with  golden  collars  !     But  a   band   ad- 
vances, in  solemn   march,  and   compels 
the  crowd  to  give  way,  though  many  are 
sorely  pressed  by  the  interruption.  They 
wear  white  caps  and  feathers,   and  each 
man  bears  a  bow.     The  officers  are  in 
armour,  with  black  velvet  coats,  and  have 
gilt  battle-axes  in  their  hands.    The  party 
is  two    thousand    strong,    and    is    duly 

guar  ded 
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guarded  by  whifflers  and  billmen.     These 
are    the   archers    of  London^    and   they 
march  to  surround  the  outer  list  of  the 
place  of  combat.     They  have  broken  the 
way,  and  we  follow  to  the  scene  of  action. 
The  lists  were  formed  on  a  level  tract 
of  ground,  not  far  distant  from  the  pa- 
lace then   erecting  at  St.  James's.     The 
space  within  the  inner  rails  was  not  less 
than  two  hundred  i^eet  in  length.     This 
area  was  intended  solely  for  the  comba- 
tants,   the   great   officers   of   state  con- 
nected with  the  regulations  of  the  day^ 
and  the  person  of  the  monarch.    Between 
the  inner  rails  and  the  extreme  of  the 
enclosed   space,   the    counter-lists   were 
formed.     Here  were  ranged  large  bands 
of  military,    together    with    the    more 
knightly  and  estimable  of  the  spectators. 
In  the  back-ground  scaffolds  were  con- 
structed. 
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striicted,  to  which  the  idle  and  the  curious 
repaired^  in  flocks,  from  every  corner  of 
the  reahn. 

By  the  hour  of  ten  every  arrangement 
\yas  complete,  and  every  eye  prepared  for 
wonders.  A  discharge  of  cannon,  at 
York-place,  announced  the  king  to  be  in 
motion;  and  shortly  he  entered  the  bar- 
riers with  a  prodigious  cavalcade. 

To  enumerate  the  whole  form  of  the 
procession  would  tire  the  fancy  v.ith 
images  of  gaudy  pomp.  Suffice  it,  that 
fifty  spearmen  acted  as  immediate  guard 
of  the  king's  person  ;  each  spearman  pro- 
vided with  three  great  horses  for  his  own 
use,  and  attended  by  an  archer,  a  demi- 
lance, and  valet,  all  on  horseback. 

The  spearmen  were  habited  in  cloth  of 

gold,  and  their  horses  were  ornamented 

with  the  same  rich  stuff.     This  glittering 

6  band 
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band  filed  to  the  right  and  left,  and 
formed  an  armed  channel  for  the  king's 
advance.  The  chair  of  state  was  placed 
on  a  form,  elevated  three  steps  above  the 
ground,  and  over  it  was  suspended  a  ca- 
nopy of  purple  velvet.  The  royal  arms 
were  placed,  in  solid  gold,  on  the  front 
of  the  canopy. 

When  the  king  took  his  seat,  every 
trumpet  in  the  field  sounded  a  blast,  and 
the  shouts  of  the  assembled  thousands 
echoed  far  and  wide.  An  awful  pause 
succeeded,  in  which  could  only  be  dis- 
tinguished the  whispei*s  of  admiration  or 
the  buz  of  expectancy. 

Soon  were  heard  the  loud  orders  of  the 
earl  marshal's  officers  for  all  at  the  en- 
trance of  the  barriers  to  give  way.  "  An 
approach  !  an  approach  !"  exclaimed  the 
spectators,  with  communicative  eager- 
ness ; 
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n-ess;  and  qvery  eye  was  directed  to  the 
spot. 

A  grand  train  advanced,  and  the  arms 
which  were  emblazoned  on  their  coats 
proved  them  to  be  the  retainers  of  the 
antient  house  of  De  Mordaunt.  Each 
man  had  a  bold  and  vengeful  look,  and 
seemed  to  deem  his  own  consequence 
staked  on  the  event  of  the  day.  A  lady 
followed,  all  lost  in  dignified  sorrow^  and 
clad  in  garments  of  widowhood.  She 
was  led  by  a  youth,  whose  gracious  pre- 
sence and  manly  beauty,  in  spite  of  the 
gloom  which  prevailed  over  his  features, 
attracted  every  eye,  and  called  praises 
from  every  tongue.  These  were  sir 
Cuthbert  and  the  lady  Gilibert.  Thcj 
slowly  advanced  to  the  throne,  and  made 
three  lowly  reverences.  Then  Cuthbert 
conducted  the  lady  to  a  seat  placed  for 

VOL.  IV.  I  her 
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her  at  some  little  distance.  The  De  Mor- 
daunt  servitJI^  ranged  themselves  at  the 
back  of  the  chair,  and  Cuthbert  stood  at 
the  lady's  right  hand. 

Scarcely  had  the  admiration,  caused  by 
this  party,  subsided,  when  loud  strains  of 
martial  music,  the  drum,  the  trumpet,  the 
nakyre,  and  the  cymbal,  proclaimed  the 
advance  of  the  defendant  and  his  fol- 
lowers. 

The  train  was  indeed  gorgeous.  First 
came  six  trumpets,  two  by  two.  Then 
the  gentleman-usher  of  Waltham  castle, 
and  four  pages,  each  page  leading  a  spare 
horse.  Next  appeared  a  large  band  of 
yeomen,  dressed  in  scarlet,  and  each  ha- 
ving his  arm  bound  with  a  ribbon  of  gar- 
ter blue,  on  which  was  embroidered  this 
motto: — 

The 
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The  eagle,*  tenant  of  the  sky. 
Defends  its  pifimage  :-^so  wiU  I. 

Then  six  more  trumpets,  and  the  whole 
of  the  tenants  of  the  earldom,  all  dressed 
in  scarlet  cloaks  and  decorated  with  mot- 
toed  ribbons.  The  two  esquires  fol- 
lowed: one  bearing  the  earl's  lance,  and 
the  other  supporting  the  banner  of  his 
noble  house.  Earl  Rowland  himself  then 
appeared,  mounted  on  a  white  charger, 
and  looking  proudly  around,  with  an  iin* 
daunted  air  of  chivalric  courage.  He 
was  armed  at  all  points,  and  rode  with  his 
sword  in  his  hand.  A  range  of  servitors, 
with  the  Waltham  arms  worked  on  their 
backs  and  breasts,  brought  up  the  rear. 

When  the  earl  was  in  the  midst  of  the 
lists,  the  earl  marshal,  attended  by  the 
heralds  and  pursuivants  at  arms,  rod,e  up 

*  The  Waltham  crest. 

I  2  and 
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and  demanded  his  name  and  purpose  ;  to 
Which  he  loftily  replied^  "  Lord  niarshal ! 
please  to  know  me  as  Rowland,  the  ninth 
earl  of  Waltham  ;  and  I  appear  in  arms  to 
attest  my  freedom  from  covert  practice, 
in  regard  to  the  possession  of  my  earl- 
dom. If  any  man,  not  below  the  degree 
of  a  knight,  and  of  unstained  escutcheon, 
dares  to  question  what  I  say,  let  him  now 
come  forward,  and  I  will  throw  the  term 
of  traitor  in  his  teeth:  so  help  me,  St. 
George,  and  my  good  cause  V* 

Thus  speaking,  the  earl  descended 
from  his  charger,  with  as  much  graceful 
ease  as  though  he  had  been  unarmed. 
He  sheathed  his  sword,  pulled  down  his 
beaver,  and  crossed  himself  on  the  fore- 
head. Then  he  seized  his  lance  from  the 
hand  of  the  esquire,  and  was  conducted 
to   a  chair   of  blue  velvet,   which  was 

placed. 
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placed,  at   a   reverent  distance,  on    the 
king's  left  hand. 

The  herald  repeated  the  challenge,  and 
an  entire  silence  pervaded  the  whole 
assembly.! 

After  the  interval  of  some  minutes,  the 
trumpets  again  sounded  a  blast,  and  the 
herald  loudly  proclaimed,' a  second  time, 
the  terms  of  the  defiance. 

Still  no  answer  was  made,  and  the  lord 
marshal  was  about  to  command  a  third 
repetition  of  the  challenge,  when  a  cla- 
mour was  heard  at  the  entrance  of  the 
lists,  and  in  the  next  minute  a  single 
trumpet  replied  to  the  obstreperous  blast 
of  the  official  summons. 

Each  bosom  throbbed  with  expecta- 
tion, and  earl  Rowland  seemed  to  strain 
every  sinew  in  rage  and  disdain. 

1  3  A  hardv. 
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A  hardy,  but  small  and  gloomily-fur- 
nished party,  now  entered  the  barriers. 
The  trumpeters  were  clad  in  tawny 
vests ;  the  twelve  gentlemen  who  rode, 
two  by  two,  before  the  principal  knight, 
wore  russet  habits,  and  a  plume  of  black 
feathers  nodded  from  the  cap  of  each.  A 
grey  ribbon  was  tied  round  their  arms, 
on  which  was  inscribed  a  motto  to  the 
following  effect : — 

The  falcon,  trembling  in  its  vsay, 
Oft  strikes  the  mighty  bird  of  prey  : 
Such  be  the  falcon's  lot  this  day. 

Two  esquires  followed  these  gentlemen. 
One  bore  the  champion's  lance,  and  the 
other  sustained  an  ensign,  on  which  was 
seen  embroidered  a  small  falcon,  cowering 
as  if  to  avoid  the  vengeance  of  some  ma- 
jestic tyrant  of  the  air.     The  little  page 

Adolphus 
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Adolphus  led  a  single  spare  horse,  and 
two  page.%  in  grey  cloaks,  waited  on  the 
principal  of  the  party. 

The  chief  knisjht  was  locked  in  black 
armour,  and  a  surcoat  of  tawny  velvet 
was  loosely  thrown  over  his  shoulders. 

In  reply  to  the  usual  greeting  from  the 
marshal,  he  said,  ''My  lord  !  unwillingly, 
although  at  the  command  of  duty,  I  here 
enter  the  lists  to  charge  sir  Rowland 
Evelyn,  falsely  called  earl  of  Waltham, 
with  covert  and  most  disloyal  practice, 
in  basely  secreting  the  known  son  of  his 
brother,  earl  Philip,  sumamed  the  gal- 
lant; and  thereby  defrauding  the  legal 
heir  of  liberty,  title,  and  revenue.  This 
I  am  ready  to  prove  on  the  crest  of  the 
before- mentioned  sir  Rowland.  So  help 
me,  St.  Michael,  and  my  upright  in- 
tentions !" 

1  4  *'  You 


176  AN   OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND. 

''  You  have  left  your  name  and  bear- 
ing untold/'  returned  the  lord  marshal. 

The  knight  deeply  sighed,  and  twice 
crossed  himself,  with  fervour.  Then 
slowly  withdrawing  his  beaver,  "  My 
name/'  said  he,  "  is  sir  Everard  of  An* 
hault.  I  am  a  knight  duly  sworn  'never 
to  fly  in  time  of  battle;  to  maintain  and 
uphold  the  noble  estate  of  chivalry,  with 
horse,  harnishe,  and  other  knightly e  ha- 
biliments /  and  I  have,  with  loyalty  and 
religion,  adhered  to  my  oath/' 

It  was  indeed  sir  Everard  Anhault  !  the 
man  who  had  received  Matilda's  hand  at 
the  base  of  the  altar,  and  who  had  been 
so  long  thought  dead  by  most  of  those 
concerned  in  his  fate  ! 

Earl  Rowland  felt  more  horror  than 
pen  could  describe.  But  his  whole  soul 
was  so  entirely  braced  for  scenes  of  ter- 
ror. 
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ror,  and  for  an  encounter  with  the  ut- 
most malignity  of  fortune^,  that  had  his 
evil  genius  burst  from  the  solid  ground, 
and  pointed  a  burning  lance  to  his  breast, 
he  would  have  gazed  on  the  spectre, 
without  betraying  symptoms  of  terror. 

He  looked  on  sir  Everard  with  a  pier- 
cing eye,   when  the  knight  dismounted, 
and  advanced  to  the  seat  plac^  for  him 
opposite  to   his  adversary.     "  And   is  it 
the  husband  of  my  only    daughter,   the 
son-in-law   of  my    nearest  interest,  that 
thus  joins  the  league  of  the  artful  and 
unprincipled  ?"  cried  he.     ''  And  art  thou 
the  unthinking  man,  sir  Everard  of  An- 
hault,    to   oppose  me  with   sword    and 
mail  ?" 

"  Sir  Rowland  of  Waltham  \"  returned 

the  knight,  placing  his  hand  on  his  breast, 

^'  I  know  my  own  feelings  ;  I  know  your 

I  5  motives* 
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motives.  This  is  not  a  time  for  words. 
Sir  Rowland  Evelyn,  I  stand  here  for 
justice  !" 

The  earl's  choler  was  enraged  to  mad- 
ness by  the  contemptuous  mode  in  which 
sir  Everard  addressed  him. 

"  Justice  >  most  recreant  traducer  !*' 
exclaimed  he,  starting  up.  "This  sword 
should  cleave  thy  unhallowed  tongue, 
wert  thou  thrice  the  husband  of  my 
daughter  !*' 

The  lances  were  then  measured,  and 
given  tO;  the  combatants;  the  lord  mar- 
shal pronouncing,  as  he  delivered  each,. 
"  May  God  defend  the  right  '/' 

The  knights  mounted,  and  couched 
their  weapons.  Never  was  an  array  of 
individual  foemen  more  fierce  and  threat- 
eriiing  !  The  haughty  grandeur  of  earl 
Rowland's  soul  appeared    to   lend  new 

nerve 
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nerve  and  muscle  to  his  body.  He  looked 
like  the  majestic  lion  preparing  to  crush, 
•with  all  the  terrors  of  sovereignty,  the 
animal  who  never  before  had  dared  to 
wake  the  vengeance  of  his  indignation. 

The  king  gave  his  signal,  and  the  com- 
batants commenced  their  tremendous  ca- 
reer! At  that  instant,  a  female,  whose 
long  veil  was  thrown  back,  and  whose 
hair  hung  dishevelled  over  her  shoulders,, 
flew  across  the  area,  and  falling  at  the 
monarch's  feet,  cried,/' Pardon,  oh  king  I 
-suspend  the  conflict,  and  hear  the  con- 
fession of  the  guilty.'' 

The  king,  all  amazed,  t-hrevv  down  his 
warder.  The  lard  marshal  repeated  the 
signal,  and  the  combatants  forbore  from 
assault,  though  so  violent  was  the  motion^ 
of  earl  Rowland's  horse,  that  he,  with  dif- 
i  6  ficulty„ 
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fi'cuhy,  checked  the  beast  before  he  ar- 
rived at  the  end  of  the  lists. 

'^  What  means  this  frantic  interrup- 
tion ?'*  exclaimed  the  king.  "  Say  i 
%vho  art  thou,  and  what  is  thy  will  ?'* 

"  A  sinner/'  returned  the  trembling 
wretch,  ''  who  has  waded  through  all 
crimes  short  of  bloodshed !  but  one 
who  could  not  suffer  a  mystery,  in  which 
she  bears  a  share,  to  produce  slaughter, 
though  her  confession  may  entail  the 
vengeance  of  death  on  her  own  guilty 
head.  I  am  known  as  the  mother  of  that 
noble  youth  sir  Cuthbert,  and  supposed 
to  be  the  accessary  of  earl  Rowland  in 
the  secretion  of  his  injured  nephew. 
Alas  !  I  am  neither  the  one  nor  the  other. 
May  it  please  your  highness  to  listen  to 
my  confession  ?" 

"Speak!" 
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*'  Speak  !"  said  the  king,  with  a  stern 
and  doubting  eye. 

**  I  am  a  distant,  though  disgraceful 
lelative/'  said  she,  "  of  the  noble  house 
of  Waltham.  When  the  lady  Gilibert 
was  delivered  of  a  son,  the  woeful  deli- 
rium with  which  she  was  afflicted  ren- 
dered it  expedient  to  remove  the  child. 
/  had  just  ushered  a  son  to  light,  and  the 
heir  of  Waltham  was  consigned  to  my  at- 
tendance. 

''  It  was  the  uncle  of  the  babe  ( then  sir 
Rowland,  and  esteemed  an    honourable 
knight)   who  directed    the  child    to   be 
committed  to  me  ;  and,  in  an  evil  hour, 
ambition    perverted  the  seeming  noble 
current  of  his  soul,  and  he  prevailed  on 
me  to  set  the  unhappy  heir  aside.     What 
shall  I  say  ?     Murder  was  never    men- 
tioned, but,  too  fearfully,  the  thought, 

without 
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without  a   word,   passed    from  mind  to 
mind." 

*'  Take  heed  of  what  you  utter  !"  cried 
the  king.  "  I  yet  see  not  why  the  com- 
bat was  interrupted.'* 

She  bent  humbly  to  the  ground,  and 
then    continued  r — ''  Murder  was   never 
mentioned,  and  a  thought,  wild,  treache*- 
rous,   and  more  meanly  ambitious  than, 
the  worst  that  ever  corroded  sir  Rowland's, 
bosom,  now  possessed  my  mind.     I  re- 
fused to  conseiTt  to  my  kinsman's  over- 
tures on  any  other  than  owe;  condition.     I 
proposed  to   him    the   secretion    of  tl>e 
child  within  the  recesses  of  the  castle,  and 
vowed  perpetual  silence,  if  he  would  pro- 
mise to  preserve  the  babe's  life,  and  suf- 
fer me  to  pay  periodical  visits  to  it  in  its 
confinement/* 

^'Holy  virgin  i"  cried  the  king,  ''thou 

ai't 
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art  tampering  with  our  patience  !     Was 
the  child  secreted,  or  was  it  not  ?"^ 

"  A  child  too  truly  was  immured/^ 
said  she^  ''  within  the  deep  cells  of  Wal- 
tham  ;  but  not  earl  Philip's  heir.  I  have 
said  that  a  thought  of  wild  ambition 
crossed  my  mind  l  this  was  its  tenor.  I 
resolved  to  introduce  my  own  son  to  the 
secret  interior  of  the  castle,  as  the  object 
of  sir  Rowland's  suspicion,  and  to  nurse 
the  lady  Gilibert's  babe  at  my  breast  as 
my  husband's  issue.'* 

"  Woman  V*  cried  the  king,  with  indfg- 
nation,  "  your  story  belies  itself.  What  f 
shall  we  belJeve  that  a  fond  mother  could 
resign  her  child  to  such  perils  ?  No^  no  ! 
Nature  is  not  sa  sluggish  in  the  breast 
of  woman,  be  she  bad  as  bad  may  be  !^' 

''  I  speak  with  mournful  veracity,"  re- 
plied she,  ''  and  the  perils  were    light. 
6  Love 
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Love  for  my  babe,  and  ambition  to  place 
a  coronet  on  his  barren  temple,  chiefly  ac- 
tuated my  wild  purpose.  Sir  Rowland 
caused  the  honours  of  a  mock  funeral  to 
be  celebrated  on  the  supposed  death  of 
his  nephew,  and  I  then  removed  to  the 
castle.  I  attended  closely  to  the  wants  of 
my  secreted  child,  until  his  tenth  year; 
and  never  mother  paid  more  sedulous 
duties.  My  husband  had  died,  and  I  was 
a  second  time  a  wife.  But  when  earl 
Rowland  (through  suspicion  of  my  new 
husband)  removed  me  from  an  imme- 
diate residence  in  the  castle,  I  visited  my 
child  twice  in  every  week.  My  guilt  is 
great  ;  I  am  a  monster  of  vice  ;  but  I 
was  not  sufficiently  cruel  16  expose  my 
child  to  certain  peril.  Earl  Rowland 
was  too  entirely  in  my  power  to  injure 
the  life  of  my  son/* 

"But 
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"  But  supposing,"  said  the  king,  "  that 
we  were  inclined  to  grant  the  truth  of 
this  tale,  what  was  your  inducement  thus 
to  immure  your  ofTspring  ?** 

*'  Had  earl  Rowland  died."  returned 
she,  "  I  would  have  produced  mil  child 
as  the  offspring  of  earl  Philip,  and  have 
borrowed  reflected  greatness  from  the 
dignity  which  mantled  his  form.  And, 
at  any  rate,  I  viewed  the  secret  as  a  cer- 
tain mean  for  compelling  the  attention 
of  earl  Rowland  to  all  the  demands  which 
luxury,  alas  !  prompted  me  to  make  on 
his  revenue.  But  the  punishment  due 
from  Heaven  fell  on  my  head  at  an  early 
period.  The  child  for  whom  I  adven- 
tured so  much,  and  on  whose  brow  1 
fondly  hoped  one  day  to  see  a  coronet, 
proved  subject  to  frequent  assaults  of  the 
most  ghastly  disease.  I  could  not  re- 
tract 
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tract  without  forfeiting  carl  Rowland^s 
bounty  ;  otherwise,  I  would  have  nursed 
my  child  in  native  humility,  for  sickness 
rendered  him  unfit  for  enterprise  and  ho- 
nour. My  crimes,  alas  !  were  visited  on 
his  head  !  But  his  sufferings  are  over. 
The  wretched  being  so  long  secreted  is 
no  more  !'* 

*'  By  my  father's  soul  !'*  cried  Henry, 
^'  thy  story  increases  in  plausibility/' 

"  A»d  who/'  said  lady  Gilibert,  faintly,. 
*^  who  then — tell  me  quickly,  in  charity  ! 
' — wouldst  thou  say  is  indeed  earl  Philip's 
child  ?" 

*'  Lady,"  replied  she,  turning,  ''  my 
malice  is  gone !  Repentance  prompts 
every  word  I  utter.  Cuthbert  is  your 
offspring,  as  I  hope  for  pity  from  the 
great  judge  of  heaven  and  earth  !" 

"  Ah  !'*  said  lady  Gilibert,  in  a  feeble 

and 
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and  fluttering  voice,  "you  have  so  often 
deceived  me  !  yet,  my  heart — oh,  repeat 
your  adjuration,  and  convince  my  doubt- 
ing soul  !'* 

"  Does  not  Nature  convince  you  ?'* 
cried  she.  *'  Let  me  advance  then,  and 
speak  to  your  secret  ear.'' 

She  approached,  and  closely  whispered 
some  few  words. 

The  lady  screamed  wildly  with  joy. 
"  Ah,  it  is  so  indeed  !'*  cried  she,  clasping 
her  hands. 

*'  And  that  mark  sir  Cuthbert  bears  to 
this  minute  !"  said  the  woman,  hitherto 
supposed  the  mother  of  the  youth. 

Lady  Gilibert  fell  on  her  son's  neck, 
and  fainted  through  excess  of  joy.  Fa- 
ther Laurence  also,  who  had  approached 
the  throne  in  the  same  moment  with  the 
presumed  mother,  though  entirely  igno^ 

rant 
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rant  of  her  advance^,  now  fokled  his  arms 
round  Cuthbert,  and  wept  silently  on  his 
forehead. 

Earl  Rowland  and  sir  Everard  had  been 
conducted  to  their  scats  oy  the  marshal, 
during  the  conference  into  which  the 
king  had  entered.  Rowland  now  started 
from  his  chair,  and  knelt  before  the  king. 
He  was  yet  entirely  himself. 

"I  note/*  said  he,  "the  indignation 
with  which  your  highness  listens  to  a  tale 
of  such  seeming  art,  yet  so  flimsy  in  its 
texture,  when  regarded  by  the  cool  eye 
of  judgment.  I  perceive  that  your  grace 
is  disposed  to  consign  the  clamours  of 
these  idle  women  to  the  legal  subtlety  of 
my  lord  the  chancellor,  and  his  robed 
coadjutors.  Thus  then  I  kneel  to  beg 
your  royal  permission  for  the  renewal  of 
the  combat/' 

'^  While 
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While  the  king  hesitated  for  an  answer, 
father  Laurence  fell  on  his  knees  before 
the  throne.  ''Ah,  Rowland!"  said  he, 
addressing  the  armed  petitioner,  ''is  not 
your  heart  yet  softened  to  affection,  and 
your  soul  restored  to  duty  ?  Behold 
your  brother  then  !  Behold  earl  Philip 
as  a  claimant  to  your  title  !  No  sword 
he  wields;  no  lance  he  couches;  but 
shews  his  forehead  in  terror,  and  bids 
you  shrink  within  yourself/  and  feel 
shame  !" 

"  A  day  of  wonders,  by  my  holy 
dame!'*  exclaimed  the  king.  "And 
does  that  flower  of  chivalry,  the  brave 
earl  Philip,  known  to  our  youthful  days 
by  the  surname  of  the  gallant,  kneel  be- 
fore our  throne  in  the  saintly  vestment 
of  a  friar?  There  I  take  our  hand.  It 
jglads  us  much  to  see  so  brave  a  face,  even 

though 
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though  it  be  beneath  the  unfitting  cowl 
t)f  a  monk." 

Earl  Philip  (for  such  indeed  the  holy 
churchman    was)    reverently   kissed   the 
extended  hand  of  his  sovereign,  and  then 
approached  his    wife    and    their  son — 
"  My  chaste,  my  loving  wife  !"  said  he, 
"  behold   the  husband  whom  you  have 
long  lamented,  restored  to  prop  the  even- 
ing of  your  days  with  a  withered  hand, 
but  with  a  heart  more  fond,  more  confiding 
than  ever.     The  ear  of  royalty  must  not 
be  made  subservient  to  the  long  tale  of 
our  separation.     Suffice  it,   for  the  pre- 
sent, that  the  reverend  father  to  whom  so 
lately  you  made  confession,  now  sues  for 
pity  in  his  turn  !     View  me,   free  from 
disguise.     Say  \  am  I  indeed  re-stored  to 
your  affections?" 

"  Oh  !  Heaven  is  too  bountiful,"  cried 

ladv 
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lady  Gilibert. ''  My  son  !  My  husband  !  Lan- 
guage wants  power  to  speak  my  rapture/' 

Earl  Philip  strained  them  both  in  his 
arms,  and  dropped  one  tear  of  exuberant 
joy  on  the  band  which  united  them  in 
tenderness  for  ever. 

This  last  stroke  awakened  Rowland's 
compunction  ;  but  not  through  the  me- 
dium of  dismay.  He  had  subtlety  for 
€very  device,  and  courage  for  every  ha- 
zard. But  he  had  a  heart,  whose  native 
yearnings  had  survived  even  the  wreck  of 
honour ;  and  the  feelings  of  which  he 
might  disguise,  but  could  not  conquer. 
The  look  of  his  brother  possessed  more 
power  than  the  sword  of  sir  Everard. 
A  reed,  in  earl  Philip's  hand,  would  have 
now  proved  too  mighty  for  all  the  cau- 
tious strength  of  his  close  suit  of  mail. 

He  approached  his  brother,  while  his 

breast 
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breast  heaved  with  suffocating  throbs. 
''  Philip  !'*  said  he,  in  a  voice  barely- 
audible,  *'  I  know  you  well !  I  know 
that  if  I  dared  to  look  in  your  face,  I 
should  see  it  replete  with  charity  and  for- 
giveness. But  your  voice  would  stab 
my  soul,  and  your  clemency  blanch  my 
complexion  with  pangs  of  remorse  and 
shame.  Seek  not  the  triumph  of  subdu- 
ing my  man's  cheek  with  the  name  of 
Pardon  !  You  shall  have  cause  of  as- 
cendancy enough  ;  for  here  I  own  my- 
self a  traitor  to  vour  fraternal  love,  and 
the  self  detested  oppressor  of  your  off- 
spring. No  more  !  I  am  in  the  dust ; 
and  every  hand  that  strives  to  bring  help, 
plunges  me  still  deeper,  by  debasing  me 
farther  in  my  own  opinion.  This  to  a 
brother  !  Now,  king  !'*  said  he,  stepping 
towards  the  throne,  and  assuming  an  at- 
titude 


\-. 
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titude  which  evinced  all  the  self-depend- 
ant grandeur  that  mere  courage  can  bes- 
tow, "  I  submit  me  to  your  vengeance. 
The  axe  is  tender  mercy  to  a  man  whom 
God  visits,  in  judgment,  through  an  af- 
flicted conscience  and  ~  ceaseless  self- 
contempt/' 

Earl  Philip  knelt,  and  was  about  to 
speak,  but  the  king  waved  his  hand.  ''  Be 
silent  r*  cried  Henry.  "  We  conceive 
thy  purport,  and  have  no  ear  at  present 
for  thy  petition.  God's  death  !  a  child 
secreted,  and  a  title  usurped  !  The  ho- 
nour of  our  peerage  is  stained  by  such 
procedures,*  and  we  know  of  only  one 
way  to  remove  the  disgraceful  bar.  Lord 
Constable  !  hold  yon  usurper  in  durance 
till  our  farther  will  be  known.  By  St. 
Paul !  my  choler  rises  with  each  fresh 
thougl^t.      And    yet,    is    grief    mingled 

VOL.  IV.  K  with 
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with  ray  anger,  for  Rowland  was  a  tried 
warrior  in  the  field,  and  has  been  proved 
loyal  to  our  interest.  But  this  it  is  for 
nobles  to  meddle  with  ambition  ! — am- 
bition is  the  toy  of  kings,  but  is  a  barbed 
arrow  when  touched  by  the  hand  stretch- 
ed forth  from  any  other  than  a  purple 
vestment  !" 


CHAP.  X. 

The  important  discoveries  narrated  in  the 
preceding  chapter,  bestow  the  promise 
of  affluence  and  splendour  on  the  future 
life  of  Cuthbert.     For  a  mind  like  his, 

they 
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they  act  as  the  harbingers  even  of  a 
greater  and  more  solid  joy,  by  insuring 
to  him  the  smiles  of  parental  affection, 
and  by  proclaiming  him  the  son  of  a  man 
whose  name  he  can  repeat  with  pride, 
and  of  a  woman  whose  virtues  he  can 
contemplate  with  reverence. 

But  here  stops  the  catalogue  of  his 
happy  expectancies.  All  the  more  ten- 
der affeotions  of  his  heart  were  bound 
round  the  fate  of  Matilda.  His  attach- 
ment to  the  daughter  of  the  adventurous 
Rowland  we  have  seen  bud  with  his  youth, 
and  gather  strength  from  every  succeed- 
ing hour  of  early  manhood.  We  have 
witnessed  his  union  at  the  altar 'vith  that 
lovely  being  ;  we  know  the  sincerity  of 
his  vows;  and  are  conscious  that  all  the 
glittering  boons  of  rank,  wealth,  and  dig- 
nity, would  weigh  lighter  than  a  feather 
3K  2  in- 
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in  his  esteem,  if  placed  in  comparison  with 
the  possession  of  Matilda^  such  as  she  was 
when  he  received  her  hand  in  the  chapel 
of  St.  Ambrose. 

If  such  are  his  sentiments,  if  so  pas- 
sionate is  his  love,  and  so  exalted  his  es- 
teem, can  mortal  man  conceive  the  an- 
guish of  his  feelings  as  he  contemplates 
the  situation  of  this  treasured  being  ? 

The  retrospect  is  agonizing/but  it  can- 
not be  avoided.  Matilda  was  indissolu- 
bly  his  wife,  by  every  law  divine  and  hu- 
man. In  attention  to  her  timidity,  and 
in  obedience  to  the  suggestions  of  that 
holy  man  who  had  unconsciously  united 
the  hand  of  his  son  to  that  of  his  niece, 
Cuthbert  had  waved  the  privilege  to 
which  his  heart  aspired,  until  Fortune 
enabled  him  to  return  with  increased  ho- 
nour, and  a  more  dignified  claim  to  the 

tender 
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tender  rights  which  the  church  had  so  has- 
tily bestowed.  The  storm  raged  around, 
and  yet  he  reposed  with  confidence. 
Matilda  was  his  wife;  and^  in  the  thought- 
less vauntings  of  youthful  fervour,  he 
ventured  to  smile  at  every  cloud  which 
fate  drew,  in  its  anger,  between  him  and 
his  assured  bride.  Through  sickness, 
through  health,  through  care  and  enter- 
prize,  the  delight  of  folding  Matilda  to 
his  bosom  was  the  anticipated  bliss  which 
lent  fire  to  his  soul,  and  courage  to  his 
arm. 

Alas  !  have  we  not  seen  that  treachery 
and  bloodshed  enabled  the  design  of  the 
artful  and  interested  to  triumph  over  the 
simplicity  of  Matilda,  and  to  wrest  his 
bride  from  his  arms  ?  At  a  more  leisure 
moment,  the  machinations  of  sir  Everard 
vill  stand  explained  ;  at  present  we  caa 
K  3  only 
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only  attend   to  Cuthbert  and  his  forlorn 
fortunes. 

Forlorn  m  truth  appear  his  prospects  f 
for  have  we  not  beheld  Matilda  sacrile- 
giously united  to  his  rival  at  the  altar? 
Have  we  not  seen  sir  Everard  ascend  to 
the  open  chamber  of  his  deceived  bride  ? 
and  did  not  Matilda,  alas  !  nurture  a  son 
nt  her  breast,  born-  in  Cuthbert's  absence  ? 
Fate  drops  its  heaviest,  blackest  curtain 
over  s^ieh  a  combination  of  woes;  and 
that  voice  mocks  Cuthbert's  feelings, 
which  congratulates  him  on  the  accession 
\o  wealth,  power,  and  the  prospect  of  ba- 
ronial grandeur. 

Amidst  all  the  religious  gratitude  of 
carl  Philip,  and  the  mild  delight  of  his 
lady,  Cuthbert  mourned,  in  a  bitter- 
ness of  dejection  which  seemed  to  gain 
fresh  power  even  from  the  felicity  of  the 

friends 
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friends  who  surrounded  him.  Messen- 
gers of  speed  had  been  dispatched  to 
Waltham  castle,  immediately  after  the  dis- 
covery of  earl  Philip's  existence,  and  the 
origin  of  Cuthbert.  The  intelligence 
brought  by  these,  on  their  return,  was 
truly  surprising,  Matilda,  who  had  been 
for  some  time  approaching  to  convales- 
cence (for  violent  maladies  of  the  mind 
are  not  often  of  long  duration  with  the 
youthful),  had  been  pronounced  entirely 
restored  to  sobriety  of  reason,  though 
she  appeared  buried  in  wan  and  uncon- 
querable melancholy. 

Immediately  after  regaining  deliberate 
command  of  intellect,  she  prepared  to 
leave  the  castle.  Her  apparent  quies- 
cence of  mind  was  so  entire,  that  (in  the 
absence  of  the  earl)  no  person  presumed 
to  question  her  will.  She  and  her  child 
K  4  accordingly 
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accordingly  quitted  Waltham,  and  the 
menials  reported  that  she  had  repaired  to 
the  nunnery  of  St.  Maud,  which  was  si- 
tuated in  London,  and  adjoined  a  monas- 
tery of  the  Augustine  order.  The  anxious 
sympathy  of  Cuthbert  was  not  to  be  re* 
strained.  The  arguments  of  those  on 
whose  wisdom  he  relied  were  unavailing, 
and  he  immediately  sought  this  holy 
dwelling,  attended  by  lady  Gilibert  and 
earl  Philip. 

The  building  was  dark,  massive,  and  ap- 
palling. Its  rpgged  walls,  lighted  by 
windows  so  few  and  so  small,  frowned  on 
every  worldly  approach.  Aloft,  on  a 
ponderous  tower,  stood  a  cross  of  stone. 
Not  a  footstep  was  heard  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  sacred  pile,  and  it  seemed 
indeed  well  calculated  for  the  earthly 
tomb  of  consecrated  souls. 

Cuthbert 
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Cuthbert  shuddered  as  he  surveyed  the 
gloomy  fabric,  and  he  thought  the  lay- 
brothers,  who  watched  the  gate,  had  dis- 
consolate misery,  rather  than  devout  re- 
signation, pictured  in  their  looks.  The 
unfortunate  change  every  complexion  to 
their  own  hue  :  Cuthbert  viewed  a  prog- 
nostic of  woe  in  the  cheek  of  those  sub- 
missive servitors,  and  thought  that  their 
eyes  glared  on  him  with  sympathetic 
horror. 

When  the  noble  party  entered  the 
quadrangle,  loud  strains  of  holy  music 
rose  from  the  interior  of  the  chapel,  and 
the  full  choir  was  heard,  chanting  an  an- 
them. The  quadrangle  was  vacant;  s© 
especial  seemed  the  purpose  of  piety  ia 
which  the  reverend  establishment  was 
^no'ao^ed. 

K  5  A  friar 
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A  friar  at  length  crossed  the  area  with 
hasty  step. 

*'  We  have  missed  our  path,  holy  friar ! " 
said  Cuthbert ;  '*  direct  us  through  the 
cloister  that  leads  to  the  nunnery  of  St. 
Maud." 

"  With  pleasure,  my  son  V*  returned 
he ;  "  but  you  will  find  the  nunnery  va- 
cant  of  its  inmates.  Listen  to  the  full 
bursts  of  the  chapel  organ,  and  the  hea- 
venly strains  of  the  devoted  choir  \  A 
vow  of  supererogation  demands  the  pre- 
sence of  the  sisterhood.  A  noble  dame, 
but  woe-worn  and  disgusted  with  the  cup 
of  the  world,  although  her  young  lip  has 
<only  sipped  the  bitterness  of  its  contents, 
is  now  proffering  a  vow  to  dedicate  every 
future  thought  and  hope  to  the  immacu- 
late St.  Maud.  I  ween  that  you  compre- 
hend her  admission  to  the  sisterhood  is 

unattainable  } 
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iinattainable  ?    This  vow  is  permitted  in 
pity  to  one  so  noble^,  and  yet  so  woful.'* 

*'  Guide  us  to  the  chapel  entrance  with 
speed  !"  cried  earl  Philip  :  ''  we  would 
needs  witness  the  conrrmencement  of  so 
peculiar  an  act  of  devotion/' 

Cuthbert  was  pressing  eagerly  forwards, 
when  lady  Gilibert  seized  his  hand,  and 
cried,  ''  My  son,  my  son  !  remember,  in 
pity,  your  promise  of  forbearance/* 

When  they  entered  the  chapel,  they 
beheld  the  holy  friars  ranged  on  their 
.knees  in  their  separate  places  of  devotion. 
.The  choristers  Fined  the  chief  aisle,  and 
the  nuns  were  spread  round  the  rails  of 
the  altar.  The  lady  abbess  was  in  the  act 
of  leading  a  lovely  penitent,  arrayed  in 
black,  to  the  feet  of  the  father  abbot. 
The  abbot  stood  beside  the  altar,  and  ex- 
tended his  hands  v/hile  he  spoke  a  ble%- 
K  6  sing. 
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sing.  On  a  spot  near  the  rail  of  the  al- 
tar, but  apart  from  the  nuns,  two  hand- 
maids sustained  a  blooming  infant. 

It  was  Matilda  that  knelt  to  receive  the 
abbot's  blessing  !  The  music  paused, 
when  the  abbot  spoke,  and  Cuthbert,  all 
too  wild  far  the  restraint  of  prudence  or 
the  check  of  pity,  darted  forwards.  He 
flew  to  Matilda's  side.  "  My  wife  ! — my 
affianced,  pure,  and  religious  bride  ! — in 
sorrow  thrice  dear  to  my  bleeding  heart !" 
cried  he,  'Took  up,  and  pardon  my  rash- 
ness !  Forbear  your  unholy  vow.  Your 
husband  kneels  beside  you,  and  shares 
every  pang  of  your  bosom.'* 

"  Headstrong  and  irreverent  boy  !** 
exclaimed  earl  Philip  (who  was  all  the 
churchman  when  he  approached  the  altar) 
**  is  it  thus  you  heed  my  instructions  and 
regard    my   remonstrance  }      Shall    the 

priest 
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priest  be  mocked  in  the  presence  of  his 
God?  and  this  innocent  be  driven  to  ter^ 
ror  and  despair  by  thy  unholy  ravings  * 
Cuthbert,  thou  art  unadvised  T'*" 

At  the  sight  of  Cuthbert,  Matilda 
shrank  back,  and  fell  on  the  knees  of  the 
lady  abbess.  Her  arms  were  extended  in 
terror,  and  an  icy  coldness  spread  over 
her  form.  But  her  thoughts  were  high 
in  their  course  towards  the  heavens. 
Earthly  incident  might  surprise,  but  coult) 
not  overwhelm  her.  She  struggled  for 
utterance,  and  twice  essayed  before  she 
commanded  power  to  speak.  *'  Cuth- 
bert !'/  said  she,  at  length,  (and  her  heart 
sank  at  the  sound  ! )  "  I  know  that  thou 
approachest  to  hurl  maledictions  on  my 
head.  Yet,  let  thy  rerilings  be  merciful, 
for  that  head  is  weak  !  I  own  my  guilt  ; 
I  acknowledge  my  shame.   Move  fpom  me 

then 
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then  the  terror  of  thy  look  !  I  was  kneet^ 
ing  to  devote  myself  in  penitence  to  God,, 
and  soon  will  this  polluted  frame  be  re- 
moved from  thy  disdain  and  abhorrence.** 

"  Be  at  peace,  rash  youth  !"  cried  earl 
Philip^,  restraining  Cuthbert.  "  Look  on 
me,  poor  woe-stricken  child  ! " 

Matilda  hid  her  face  with  her  hands^ 
^nd  burst  into  tears. 

''  I  come  unto  you  in  comfort/*  re- 
sumed the  earl,  ''and  lo  !  I  find  you 
prostrate  before  a  comforter  of  sovereign 
efficacy  t  even  within  the  shelter  of  the 
hand  which  made  you.  Resignation  must 
be  the  fruit  of  such  sustenance.  Your 
mind  must  be  superior  to  every  assault, 
be  it  of  joy  or  sorrow,  which  this  worM, 
so  trifling  and  so  abject  !  can  proffer. 
Call    then    forth  the  deep  resources  of 

your  fortitude,  and  listen " 

^'Oh, 
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"  Oh,  spare  me  !'*  cried  Matilda. 
*'  Cuthbert  is  my  husband,  and  that  is  my 
child  1  Leave  me  to  my  God,  and  spare 
me  in  pity  !  I  was  about  to  devote  the 
^vretched  remnant  of  my  days  to  seclusion, 
and  hoped  that  I  had  bidden  the  worlds 
and  all  its  heavy  cares,  a  long  adieu." 

'*^  And  are  you  indeed  so  resigned?'* 
said  the  earl ;  ''  and  can  the  piety  of  your 
thoughts,  in  truth,  enable  you  to  listen  to 
tidings  of  wonder  ?" 

'^Oh!  quit  me!"  said  Matilda,  '^and 
place  not  another  wound  in  my  heart  be- 
fore it  is  consigned  to  weeping  solitude."^ 

"  No,  dear  Matilda  !"  cried  Cuthbert^ 
stepping  forward,  with  chastized  emo- 
tion ;  ''  far  absent  from  your  heart  be 
even  the  remembrance  that  it  ever  felt  a 
wound.     Thus  I  come  to  claim  the  hand 

of 
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of  my  most  beloved  wife,  and  thus  I  press 
it  to  my  breast  with  rapture  !'* 

''  Ah,  sir !  ah,  Cuthbert  I"  said  Ma- 
tilda, *'  moek  not  a  wretch  whose  brain 
has  too  often  fallen  beneath  the  attacks  of 
evil  fortune.  Insult  not  my  recovered 
reason  \  On  the  night  of  ray  guilty  man:- 
riage  with  sir  Everard " 

*'  1  entered  your  apartment,"  exclaim'- 
ed  Cuthbert,  ''  and  folded  you  to  my 
breast  !'* 

Matilda  started  from  the  grou^nd.  "  My 
reason  staggers!"  said  she,  pressing  her 
hand  to  her  head.  "  All  was  confusion^ ! 
I  remember  not  circumstances  !" 

**  That  traitor  &ir  Everard,*'  said  Cuth- 
bert, ''  way-laid  my  trusty  messenger, 
Gilbert.  He  slew  him  in  the  coverts  of 
the  park.     He  copied  the  hand  of  father 

Laurence 
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Laurence  (for  the  father  had  written  an 
account  of  m)  approach  to  health,  though 
slow  were  the  advunces),  and,  in  his  coun- 
terfeit s(  roll,  sir  Everard  penned  the  story 
of  my  death.  He  took  likely  means  to 
make  good  the  assertion  ;  for  he  dis- 
patched a  ruffian  to  place  a  dagger  jn  my 
side.  I,  albeit  weak  from  the  pressure  of 
sickness,  wrested  the  weapon  from  the 
assassin's  hand,  and  secured  him.  From 
his  lip  I  acquired  information  of  your 
peril.  Father  Lauretice  (now  recognized 
by  a  more  august  title )  was  my  adviser.  I 
came  secretly  to  England.  I  repaired  to 
Waltham,  and  arrived  on  the  day  of  your 
mistaken  nuptials.  vSir  Everard  was  for* 
feited  to  the  laws,  by  the  murder  of  Gil- 
bert. No  scruple,  therefore,  attached 
to  his  person.  I  was  sensible  that  a  pas* 
»age,    communicating    with   that   which 

winds 
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\vinds  through  the  castle  walls,  and  opens 
between  Waltham  and  the  monastery, 
leads  to  your  chamber.  The  door  opens 
in  the  tapestry-work,  and  perhaps  even 
Matilda  is  ignorant  of  its  existence,  I 
was  in  waiting  with  an  armed  band  of  con- 
fidents. My  friends  stood  behind  ;  but 
I  was  near  the  door,  and  heard  you 
call  on  the  supposed  dormant  form  of 
Cuthbert  to  issue  from  the  coldness  of 
the  grave.  When  sir  Everard— my  soul 
heaves  at  the  thought  ! — dared  to  enter 
your  chamber,  we  broke  from  our  con- 
cealment. We  silenced  the  pi'ofane  in- 
truder with  gags,  and  my  train  bore  him 
away.  He  was  confined  in  a  deep  recess 
of  the  monastery,  and  has  not  seen  light 
till  within  the  seven  days  newly  past. 
My  train,  I  say,  conveyed  sir  Everard 
from   the  castle;  but  It — oh,  Matilda! 

looJv 
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look  on  this  ring!  You  wore  it  on 
your  finger." 

Matilda  looked.  It  was,  in  truth,  the 
ring  which  she  had  taken  from  her  cabi- 
net, on  the  night  of  her  second  nuptials 
—■the  ring  which  Cuthbert  had  placed  On 
her  finger  at  the  shrine  of  St.  Ambrose. 

''  Oh  God  !  is  this  real  ?'*  said  Matilda. 
^  I  was  indeed  distraught  in  strange  wan- 
derings. That  ring — and  Cuthbert'8 
word — it  must  be  so  !'' 

Cuthbert  pressed  towards  her  arms,  and 
folded  her  with  rapture  to  his  bosom. 

Lady  Gilibert  motioned,  and  the  hand- 
maids advanced  with  the  son  of  Cuth- 
bert and  Matilda. 

The  mother  clasped  it,  with  ecstatic 
fondness.  "  Oh  come,  my  child  !*'  cried 
she,  '' and  share  the  Heaven  of  our  joy. 
I  loved  you  when  I  shuddered   to  think 

of 
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of  your  birth.  Now  let  me  kiss  you 
with  the  full  delight  of  innoccnea  1  Let 
me  present  you  to  Cuthbe?t,  to  my  hus- 
band !  Stretch  forth  your  hands,  my 
infant  !  Oh  God  !"  said  she,  kneeling, 
"  I  came  to  your  altar  in  deep  and  horri- 
ble sorrow.  Js'bxv,  my  husband,  my  in- 
fant (with  his  baby-palms  of  speechless 
g>*atitude  ! ),  and  myself,  kneel,  and  bless 
the  hand  which  bestows  on  us  hopes  and 
joys — ineffable  !*' 

Earl  Philip  and  lady  Gilibert  spread 
their  arms  over  their  children,  and  blessed 
them  with  tears  of  joy. 
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CONCLUSIO.V. 

Such  Is  the  ''  Old  Family  Legend,"  which 
an  investigation  of-the  Waltham  papers 
enables  me  to  submit  to  the  reader. 
Some  few  supplementary  hints,  relative 
to  the  more  obscure  parts  of  the  tale,  I 
have  endeavoured  to  collect;  and  have 
succeeded  in  ascertaining  the  ultimate 
fortunes  of  many  of  the  principal  per- 
sons of  the  drama  ;  but  the  former  of 
these  are  written  in  a  monkish  hand, 
which  I  have  scarcely  ingenuity  to  deci- 
pher :  the  pages  which  describe  the  latter 
are  evidently  the  performance  of  some 
antiquated  female,  who  wrote  near  the 
time,  and  who  indulged  in  all  the  fond 
prolixity  that  is  apt  to  mark  the  prattle 

of 
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of  gossips,  while  they  trim  the  wasted 
evening  fire  which  presents  so  true  a  svm* 
bol  of  their  declining  years. 

It  appears  that  Rowland  had  com- 
ir.enced  his  designs  on  the  earldom,  at  an 
earlier  period  than  the  birth  of  Ciithbcrt. 
Sir  Everard  was  the  accomplice  of  his 
first  intentions,  and  undertook  (though 
he  received  no  explicit  directions)  to 
neglect  no  opportunity  of  so  disposing 
of  earl  Philip,  that  he  should  cease  to  b^ 
an  impediment  to  the  wishes  of  his  aspi- 
rins: brother.  Sir  Everard  was  the  com- 
peer  of  the  earl,  beneath  the  standard  of 
the  emperor  Maximilian.  In  the  confu- 
sion of  battle,  earl  Philip  was  parted 
from  his  vassals,  but  sir  Everard  was  nigh. 
The  wounded  horse  of  the  earl,  frantic 
with  pain,  reared,  and  went  backwards. 
As  the  earl   fell    headlong   towards   the 

ground. 
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ground,  he  received,  from  some  unseen 
hand,  the  stroke  of  a  sabre  on  his  side. 
That  blow  was  given,  in  the  confusion 
of  fight,  by  the  traitorous  sir  Everard 
Anhault. 

The  earl  lay  inanimate  on  the  ground; 
and  so  confident  was  the  knight  of  tl^ 
complete  discomfiture  of  his  victim,  that 
he    neglected    precautions    of    secresy, 
when  he  visited  the  fields  in  order  to  take 
the  earl's  ring  from  his  finger,  as  an  assu- 
rance, on  his  return  to  England,  that  he 
had  seen  him  dead.     Several  knights,  of 
valour   and    ascendancy,    were   present 
when  sir  Everard  turned  over  the  body 
of  the  earl.     They  saw  that  the  prostrate 
warrior  yet  breathed,  and  they  assisted  in 
conveying  him  to  a  neighbouring  friary, 
which  place  of  resort  they  chose  in  pre- 
ference to  the  camp,  on  account  of  the 
6  dangers 
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dangers  by  which  the  emperor's  army 
Was  threatened  (though  at  present  victo- 
rious)^  from  the  approach  of  a  most  po- 
tent body  oftroops,  headed  by  the  French 
king  in  person. 

SirEverard  frequently  attended  on  the 
earl,  during  the  slow  progress  of  his  re- 
covery, and  (despairing  of  any  reward, 
if  Philip  returned  to   England)    he  con- 
trived such  a  sudden  burst  of  intelligence 
to  assail  the  earl's  ear,  as  Seemed  indeed 
fikely,  considering  his  weak  state  of  mind 
and  body^  to  overwhelm    him  entirely. 
Before  it  was  ascertained  that  earl  Philip, 
though  prostrate    on  the  field,  was   not 
wounded  mortally,  sir  Everard  had  dis- 
patched a   messenger  to  Rowland,  with 
the  tidings  of  his  brother's  supposed  de« 
cease.     The  effect  of  this  information  on 
lady  Gilibert  we  have   seen,     A  letter, 

written 
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written  previously   by  the  lady  to  her 
husband,  the  knight  had  intercepted,  and 
he  now  revealed  to  earl  Philip  the  news 
of  his  son's  death,  and  accompanied  this 
intelligence  by  a  tale^  delivered  with  ap- 
parent reluctance,   but    insinuated    with. 
potent  art.     He  scrupled  not   to  affirm 
that  the  lady  Gilibert  had  long  maintained 
an  illicit  intercourse  with  Rowland  Eve- 
lyn, even  with  Philip's  brother  !   and  that 
in  consequence  of  the  reported  demise  of 
Philip,  the  criminal   parties  had  thrown 
aside  all  reserve,   and  were  actually  re- 
siding   together    in    shameless    commu- 
nication. 

The  means  by  which  he  enforced  the 
belief  of  this  vile  fabrication  do  not  al- 
together appear  ;  but  it  seems  that  An- 
selm  perforrped  a  prominent  part  in  the 
deception.     He  had  been  dispatched   to 
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England  for  intelligence,  and  when  he 
returned  and  bore  testimony  to  the  arti- 
ficial correctness  of  sir  Everard*s  tale, 
earl  Philip's  distress  was  completed,  and 
his  fallacious  persuasion  confirmed. 

The  mental  imbecility  occasioned  by 
skkness  and  affliction,  rendered  the  earl 
an  easy  victim  to  the  zeal  and  bigotry  of 
the  churchmen  by  whom  he  was  sur- 
rounded. He  listened  to  their  ghostly 
overtures.  He  fell  the  prey  of  supersti- 
tious inertion,  and  shortly  assumed  a  re- 
ligious habit  in  the  house  which  sheltered 
his  weakness.  So  firm  was  his  intention 
of  bidding  adieu  for  ever  to  a  world  re- 
plete with  guile  and  malice,  that  he 
caused  the  friars  to  spread  a  report  of  his 
actual  demise.  Even  sirEverard  was  de- 
ceived by  this  assertion,  and  really  be- 
lieved the  earl  dead,  until  he  saw  his  in- 
jured 
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jiired  countenance  beneath  the  cowl  of 
father  Laurence  in  the  monastery  of  St. 
Ambrose. 

In  process  of  time,  a  second  battle  was 
fought  on  that  field  which  had  so  nearly 
proved  fatal  to  earl  Philip.  Intent  on 
offices  of  kindness,  even  towards  that 
world  vv^hich  he  beheld  with  disgust,  tiie 
noble  churchman  strayed  forth,  by  the 
light  of  the  moon,  and  was  fortunate 
enough  to  rescue,  unconsciously,  his  only 
son  from  the  arms  of  death,  when  he 
lifted  Cuthbert's  head  from  its  blood- 
stained earthy  plllo'.s^. 

The  pious  earl  (such  is  the  tenor  of 
the  original  manuscript)  now  *'  dreamed 
a  dream,*'  in  which  St.  Ambrose  appeared, 
and  commanded  him  to  visit  the  shrine  of 
that  saint,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Wal- 
JL  2  tham. 
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tham,  where  he  would  be  enabled  to  de- 
tect sir  Everard  Anhault  of  foul  and  un- 
knightly  practices,  and  would  become  the 
vindicator  of  oppressed  innocence. 

In  consequence  of  this  revelation 
(joined  with  the  indescribable  anxiety  of 
his  wish  to  attend  on^be  dangerous  hours 
oi,Cuthbert*s  ardent  youth)  he  visited 
again  the  native  country  which  he  had 
once  determined  never  more  to  behold. 
On  his  arrival  at  the  monastery  to  which 
the  visionary  saint  had  directed  his  foot- 
steps, he  found  liis  lady  indeed  residing 
with  Rowland,  and  he  resolved  to  inves- 
tigate her  conduct  with  untired  patience. 
Meantime  he  placed  unlimited  confidence 
in  his  dream;  and  sometimes  fondly  hoped 
that  his  wife  (loved,  even  wliile  the  indig- 
nation pf  the  man,  and  the  devotion  of 

the 
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the  ecclesiastic,  reigned  in  his  breast) 
would  prove  the  innocent  for  whom  his 
aid  was  intended. 

He  looked  with  religious  dread  on  the 
stign^atised  sir  Everard  ;  and  this  in- 
spired abhorrence,  in  conjnnction  with 
some  suspicions  which  had  lately  ri>en  in 
his  mind,  caused  him  to  facilitate  the  mar- 
riage of  his  niece,  even  in  opposition 
to  her  father's  will,  rather  than  suffer  her 
to  become  the  bride  of  a  man  whose  cha- 
racter was  not  free  from  doubt,  and  who 
was  branded  with  the  dislike  of  St. 
Ambrose. 

It  scarcely  need  be  observed,  that  (af- 
ter the  proof  which  lady  Gilibert  pre- 
sented of  her  feelings  possessing  greater 
strength  than  her  judgment)  earl  Philip 
could  not,  with  safety,  disclose  to  her  the 
tLrcu'mstance  of  his  existence,  before  the 
L  3  hour 


2'-2'-2  AX  Old  family  m-gem?. 

hour  of  their  niceling  in  the  presence  of 
the  king. 

When  the  disguised  earl  joined  Cuth- 
bert  in  Spain,  he  found  the  youth  op- 
pressed by  a  [exer  of  the  most  malignant 
nature.  The  method  in  which  king 
Henry's  dispatches  were  forwarded,  and 
Culhbert's  responsibility  evaded,  are  ex- 
plained in  the  speech  of  lord  Chesterdale,. 
when  the  involuntary  defaulter  kneeled 
before  the  throne. 

When  Cuthbert  was  restored  to  conva- 
lescence, a  fresh  trouble  assailed  hin>. 
Father  Laurence,  who  had  constantly  at' 
tended  his  bed,  now  sickened  and  fell  ill. 
At  thisjuncture  the  ruffian,  commissioned 
by  sir  Everand,  attempted  Cuthbert's  life. 
The  youth  prevailed  over  his  sanguinary 
foeman,  and  (as  we  have  been  informed 
by  himself)  gained,  from  this  subjected 

assailant. 
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assarlant.  intelli«:ence  touching  the  death 
of  Gilbert,  and  the  dangerous  situation 
of  Matilda.  He  hastened,  with  breath- 
less eagerness,  to  the  succour  of  his  wife; 
but  father  Laurence  (through  fear  of 
Cuthbert's  violence  producing  adeathfui 
altercation  with  earl  Rowlimd)  com- 
manded him  peremptorily  to  enter  the 
castle  in  night  r.nd  disguise,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  bearing  away  the  guilty  and  for- 
feited sir  Everard  ;  and  exacted  kis  solemn' 
Gath  that  he  would  not  reveal  himself  to- 
J\Jatilda  until  the  arri-cal  of  him  (the  holy 
father)  in  England,  or  until  certain  ad- 
vice was  received  of  his  death.  Should 
the  latter  circumstance  occur,  Cuthbert 
was  entrusted  with  a  sealed  packet,  which 
he  was  to  open  previously  to  the  disclo- 
sure. We  have  seen  that  Cuthbert's 
basty  passion,  and  Matilda's  distraught 
L  4  insensibilitv. 
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insensibility,  caused  him  to  enter  her  bed 
>vithoiit  violating  this  oath. 

But  this  adventurous  action  produced 
agonizing  perplexity  and  deep  woe.  The 
illjiess  of  father  Laurence  was  protracted 
to  so  fearful  a  length,  that  he  did  not  ar- 
rive in  England  until  Matilda  was  pub- 
licly known  to  be  likely  to  produce  a 
child.  It  was  impossible  therefore  to 
communicate  to  her,  with  safety,  the  in- 
telligence of  Cuthbert's  existence,  and  of 
the  peculiar  circumstances  wbich  beseS 
her  destiny. 

Thus  situated,  Cuthbert,  with  the  di- 
rection of  his  holy  adviser,  forbore  to 
wake  any  overture  of  communication,  till 
Matilda  had  recovered  from  the  perils  of 
her  confinement.  The  moment  of  her 
assured  restoration  was  that  in  which  he 
sought  the  lad)  Gilibert,  and  revealed, 

first 
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first  those  amazinjr  tidinjrs  in  which  him- 
self  and  Matilda  were  implicated,  and  af- 
terwards all  those  particulars  respecting 
the  existence  of  her  supposed  son,  which 
had  been   acquired  from  sir  Everard,  in 
the   penitence  and  apprehensiveness  of 
his  imprisonment.     The  identity  of  earl 
Philip  was  unknown  to  Cuthbert  himself. 
It  appears  that  Ctithbert  had  written  to 
lady  Gilibert,   entreating  a  secret  confe- 
rence.    She  appointed  an  early  hour  of 
the  succeeding  morning.     The  unfortu- 
nate inquisitiven^ss  of  one   of  Matilda's 
attendants,  rendered  the  most  important 
of  his- hints  respecting   the   necessity  of 
precaution,  utterly  superfluous.     The  re- 
turn   of    Matilda's   mental    disease    pre- 
vented the  possibility  of  either  Cuthbcrt 
or  lady  Gilibert  conveying  to*  her  the  in- 
formation calculated  to  heal  the  wounds- 
L  5^  af 


226  AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND. 

of  her  bosom,  until  the  moment  at  whick 
the  parties  met  in  the  chapel  of  that  holy 
pile  to  which  Matilda  had  repaired,  for  the 
purpose  of  devoting  her  future  days  to 
religious  seclusion. 

The  removal  of  sir  Everard  stands  ex- 
plained by  the  speech  of  Cuthbert  to 
Matilda.  We  cannot,  however,  help  ob- 
serving, that  the  peasant  was  correct  who 
told  Rowland  so  wonderful  a  tale  con- 
cerning the  appearance  at  midnight,  of 
armed  men  between  the  castle  and  the 
monastery.  Sir  Everard  was  conveyed 
from  Waltham,  by  means  of  the  passage 
through  which  Matilda  and  Frances  had 
passed  on  their  way.  to  the  chapel  of  St. 
Ambrose.  The  secret  mouth  of  that  pas-, 
sage  was  covered  with  briars,  and  was 
placed  in  a  dingle.  Persons  unexpect- 
edly emerging,  might  justly  be  suppose-d, 

therefore. 
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therefore,  to  issue  from  the  solid  ground. 
The  blood-stained  doublet  was  intention- 
ally placed  near  Martin's  cottage,  for  the 
purpose  of  misleading  pursuit. 

When  conveved  to  the  monastery, 
(the  abbot  of  which  was  entirely  the 
friend  of  the  disguised  earl  Philip),  and 
when  made  sensible  of  the  existence  of 
those  to  whom  he  had  shewn  such  bitter 
enmity,  sir  Everard  perceived  the  perfect 
hopelessness  of  his  situation,  and  entered 
into  the  views  of  his  conquerors,  with  a 
siiicerity  whicli  seemed  the  ei^Fect  of  re- 
pentance. It  even  might  be,  that,  while 
in  solitude  and  n.isery,  sir  Everard's  re- 
pentance s^^/w^r/ sincere,  even  to  himself. 

Rowland  (although  he  pretended  to  be 
ignorant   of  the    nature  of  earl  Philip's 
supposed  death)  had  granted  a  yearly  in- 
come,   of  considerable    amount,    to  his 
L  6  kniirhtk- 
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knightly  accomplice  ;  and  this  splendid 
salary  induced  sir  Everard  to  keep  conti- 
nually abroad.  But,  on  the  death  of  An- 
selm  (who  was,  in  some  shape,  related  to 
him),  he  received  a  packet,  written  by 
Anselm  in  his  last  hours,  which  explained 
(with  all  the  horrors  of  genuine  contri- 
tion) the  circumstance  of  the  presumed 
son  of  earl  Philip  pining  in  confinement, 
under  the  influence  of  Rowland.  This, 
fresh  claim  on  the  bounty  of  his  patron 
induced  sir  Everard  to  visit  England. 
The  manner  ofhis  appearance  in  the  earl's 
family  has  been  shewn.  The  paper  which 
he  exhibited  was  the  packet  written  by 
Anselm,  whose  signature  (with  the  word 
'repentant '  prefixed  in  a  trembling  hand  ) 
was  well  calculated  to  convey  terror  and 
suspicion  to  the  guilty  mind  of  Rowland. 
It  is  certain  that  before  the  arrival  of 

sir 
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sir  Everard,  Rowland  intended  Cuthbert 
to  supply  the  place  of  Anselra,  who  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  waiting  on  the  con- 
fined epileptic,  during  the  absence  ofthe 
mother.      He  knew  Cuthbert*s  poverty  ; 
and  the  man  who  has  himself  forsaken  the 
strictness  of  honour  always  estimates  the 
conscience  of  another  at  an  easy  rate  of 
purchase.     But  the  arrival  of  sir  Everard 
necessarily  changed  his  plan.     He  there- 
fore prevailed  on  the  cardinal,  with  whom 
he  was  an  especial  favourite,  to  nominate 
Cuthbert  to  the  Spanish  emba^:sy. 

I  am  not  enabled  to  ascertain  the  pre- 
cise mode  by  which  the  epileptic  escaped 
from  his  seclusion,  and  entered  the  liall 
on  the  day  of  xVIatilda's  second  espousals. 
Whenever  there  is  a  mystery,  a  monkish 
writer  directly  calls  in  tl^.e  interposition 
of  the  saints.     Thus,   ia  one  part   ofthe 
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manuscript  before  me,  it  is  positively  as- 
serted  that    St.    Ambrose   unlocked    the 
doors  which  confined  this  unhappy  being, 
and  led  him  to   the  hall  of  banquet,  for 
the  purpose  of  awaking  the  earl's  con- 
science.    With    much  reverence  for  the 
authority  of  the  pious  scribe,  I  beg  leave 
to  join  the  reader  in  disbelieving  this  ex- 
travagant statement.     In  all  probability, 
sir  Everard   (whose  thoughts  must  cer- 
tainly have  been  much  engaged  by  other 
subjects)    carelessly    left    a    freedom    of 
egress  to  the  pitiable  object,  and  chance 
directed  his  unmeaning  steps  to  the  pre- 
sence of  the  trembling  assembly. 

After  the  epileptic  quitted  the  cham- 
bers which  lay  behind  the  hall  of  justice, 
Rowland  removed  him  to  a  secret  room 
in  the  vicinity  of  his  own  apartment; 
and  we  have  seen  the  care  with  which 

be 
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he  preserved  the  privacy  of  his  apart- 
ment, lest  those  cries  should  (even  at 
the  present  distance)  be  heard,  which 
the  poor  wretch  was  accustomed  to  utter 
when  threatened  with  the  approach  of 
a  fit. 

The  real  mother  of  the  prisoner  con- 
stantly attended  him,  after  the  invsterious 
departure  of  sir  Everard.  It  was  this  wo- 
man whom  Matilda  had  seen  to  move 
aside  the  secret  pannel,  and  appear  in  the 
interstice,  when  she  paid  the  first  visit  to 
her  father's  room  after  her  confinement. 

Concerning  the  scene  of  apparent  ne- 
cromancv  in  which  Cuthbert  was  engaged 
with  the  earl,  our  manuscript  is  much  too 
superstitious  for  acceptance.  I  have  said 
that  the  inanuscript  was  composed  bv  a 
monk,and  monks  were  interested  in  incul- 
cating wild  notions  respecting  mysterious 

sounds. 
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sounds^  and  spiritual  appearances.  It  is 
evident  that  the  earl  was  constrained  to 
receive  a  confident  in  the  adventure,  in  " 
consequence  of  the  fanciful  prohibitioai 
which  he  had  received  respecting  the 
bone  of  the  wizard.  A  fragment  of /that 
strange  man's  bodv  was  to  be  taken  from 
the  coffin,  but  not  by  the  hand  of  earl 
Rowland. 

In  regard  to  the  v;onders  which  fol- 
lowed, the  Waltham  papers  hesitate  not 
to  affirm  that  they  <vere  produced  by 
witches,  and  eaenies  of  the  true  faith, 
confederate  with  ilie  adventurous  usur- 
per. This  assertion  is,  of. course,  not 
entitled  to  credit  ;  and  conjecture  is  all 
that  is  attainable.  Probably  the  pre- 
sumed mother  of  Cuthbert  (Alicia  Eve- 
lyn) was  the  chief  actress  in  the  scene, 
and  the  devices  exhibited  were  so  many 

stratagems 
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Stratagems  to  bewilder  the  hopes  of  the 
earl,  and  to  place  him  more  entirely  in 
her  power.  It  is  surprising  to  observe 
(on  reference  to  well-authenticated  histo- 
ries) the  depth  of  art  practised,  at  this 
juncture,  by  persons  who  endeavoured 
to  take  advantage  of  the  love  of  oc- 
cult science  which  prevailed  among  all 
classes. 

It  only  remains  to  mention  the  subse- 
quent lot  of  the  principal  personages 
concerned  in  this  wild  and  antient  legend. 

Sir  Rowland  (stripped  of  outward  ho- 
nour, and  destitute  of  all  interior  subject 
of  consolation  !)  was  pardoned  by  the 
king,  through  the  intercession  of  earl 
Philip  and  Cuthbert,  but  was  commanded 
to  retire  one  hundred  miles  from  the  seat 
of  royalty.  Cuthbert  even  approached 
the  now  desolate^  once  aspiring  man,  and 

begged 
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begged  (r.s  the  husband  of  Matilda)  ex- 
cuse for  the  involuntary  hostility  of  his 
conduct.  Rowland  had  once  loved  Cuth- 
bert ;  love  wjis  now  dead  in  his  bosom, 
but  he  stood  coi"npelled  to  esteem  the 
husband  of  his  daughter.  Cuthbert,  it 
was  evident,  had  never  intended  to  vio- 
late that  solemn  vow  by  which  he  had 
bound  hiir.self  to  secresv,  in  resfard  to 
the  matters  imparted  to  him  by  his  am- 
bWuous  relative.  All  the  information 
with  which  lie  was  prepared,  had  a  legal- 
disquisition  attended  the  request  of  lady 
Gilibert,  was  acquired  from  sir  Everard. 
Such  information  honour  demanded  from 
the  lip  of  a  true  knight  and  upright  sub- 
ject, even  though  the  person  implicated 
was  the  father  of  a  beloved  wife. 

The  legal    penally  of   Rowland's    of- 
fences might  be  remitted  ;  but  no  mortal 

power 
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power  could  take  its  sharpness  from  the 
stiniT  of  conscience,  no  monarch's  hand 
could  heal  the  wounds  of  humbled  pride 
and  prostrate  ambition  !  Sir  Rowland 
retired  to  a  recluse  and  moated  house, 
situated  among  ihe  wolds  of  one  of  the 
northern  counties.  He  shut  himself  from 
human  eye,  and  walked  forth  chiefly  at 
the  dead  of  night.  But  oni:e  was  he  seen: 
by  the  wondering  peasants,  after  he  en- 
tered his  retirement;  and  fhen  he  waa 
discovered  sitting  amid  the  faded  majesty 
of  a  deep  wood,  in  one  of  the  first  months 
of  winter.  The  wind  and  rain  beat 
against  tbe  unbending  front  of  the  rugged 
oak;  the  leaves  fell  around  in  mournful 
profusion.  As  he  sat,  with  a  pale  cheek 
and  frowning  brow,  he  looked  the  ge- 
rjius  of  the  season — and  Nature  seemed 


to  bow  in  unison  with  his  feelings  I 


One 
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One  year  c^f  anguish  had  not  passed 
before  his  manly  frame  partook  of  the 
disease  and  decay  which  pervaded  his 
mind.  He  sank,  for  the  last  time,  on  a 
couch  of  sickness  ;  but  obstinateiv  for- 
bade the  advance  of  assistance.  Matilda 
had  discovered  the  place  of  his  retreat, 
and  she  fcrvi^arded  divers  messengers,  for 
the  purpose  of  soliciting  permission  to 
approach  him.  But  he  returned  her  let- 
ters unopened  ;  though  Matilda  thought 
— it  might  be  fancy — that  the  marks  of 
tears  were  visible  on  each  unopened 
scroll  !  At  length,  when  she  gained  in- 
telligence concerning  the  extremity  of 
his  peril,  she  hastened  to  his  rude  and  so- 
litary abode.  He  was  all  too  faint  and 
feeble  to  prevent  her  entrance.  She  flew 
to  the  side  of  his  couch,  and  pillowed  his 
frame  with  her  tender  arms.     He  tried  to 

hide 


AN  OLD  FAMILY  LEGEND.  237 

liide  his  face  with  one  of  his  wasted  hands, 
but  wanted  strength.  He  looked  fondly 
in  Matilda's  face,  while  she  murmured  a 
prayer  to  the  God  he  was  about  to  meet ! 
His  lips  moved,  as  if  he  strove  to  repeat 
his  child's  supplication.  That  effort  con- 
^sun.ed  his  remaining  vigour ;  and  all  that 
remained  in  Matilda's  arms  was  a  stifl^ 
;ghastly,  enervate,  lump  of  clay  ! 

Immediately  on  retiring  from  the  lists 
in  which  he  had  challen^i^cd  Rowland's 
title,  sir  Everard  fled  to  the  sea-coast. 
He  found  a  vessel  ready  to  sail  for  a  dis- 
tant snore,  and  he  embarked  with  zea- 
lous haste.  For  a  time  Fortune  favoured 
the  bold  ship's  passage  ;  smooth  seas  and 
light  winds  gently  wafted  her  towards  the 
port  of  her  destination.  But  suddenly 
the    tempest    bunt    over    her    yielding 

masts  ! 
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masts!  the  winds  rent  her  sails;  the 
lightning  struck  that  bootless  flag  which 
she  hoisted  in  token  of  distress  ;  and  the 
waves  rushed,  with  the  strength  of  a 
mountain  phalanx,  over  her  tottering- 
deck.  The  storm  subsided.  In  spite  of 
her  shattered  condition,  the  vessel  reached 
her  port ;  but  the  first  wave  that  washed 
the  deck  of  that  distressed  ship,  plunged 
sir  Everard  in  the  abyss  of  eternity. 

Alicia  Evelyn,  the  mother  of  the  epi- 
leptic, seems  to  have  derived  real  contri- 
tion from  the  woful  character  of  the  cir- 
cumstances which  surrounded  her.  It  ap- 
pears that  Cuthbert  appropriated  a  yearly 
sum  to  her  support ;  but  I  do  not  find 
that  she  profited  by  his  bounty  for  more 
than  two  years.  Still,  I  cannot  meet 
wifth  any  direct  mention  of  her  death  ; 

and 
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and  think  it  likely  that  she  retired  to  some 
consecrated  spot,  for  the  purposes  of  pe- 
nitence and  prayer. 

Agnes,  the  reader  has  assuredly  per- 
ceived to  be  the  accessary  of  sir  Everard. 
From  her  the  kni^^ht  gained  knowledge 
of  Matilda's  marriage  with  Cuthbert,  and 
thence  was  she  an  instrument  of  prime 
conhitlcration  in  the  woes  of  her  lady  and 
the  short-li fed  success  of  sir  Everard. 
Agnes,  disguised  in  man's  attire,  crossed 
the  seas  in  search  of  the  knight  whom 
she  had  assisted  so  skilfully.  She  landed 
at  Venice  during  the  season  of  ihe  carni- 
val. By  some  means  or  other,  her  dis- 
guise was  seen  through,  and  the  result  is 
obvious.  After  various  fortunes,  she 
died  by  jioison,  mixed  fftr  a  rival,  but 
v/hich  (in  consequence  oP  an  excess  of 
contrivance)  met  her  own  lip  by  mistake. 

Earl 
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Earl  Philip  and  lady  Giliberthad  tasted 
all  that  life  can  give  ofjoy,  in  the  morn- 
ing of  their  days;  but  so  fearful  a  tem- 
pest had  oppressed  their  noon,  that  the 
last  hours  of  human  sojourn,  though  se- 
rene, were  pensive  ;  and  their  chief  plea- 
sures were  derived  from  holy  meditation. 
They  retired,  not  in  superstitious  gloom, 
but  in  religious  humility,  to  the  sacred 
pile  dedicated  to  the  patron  saint  of  their 
house.  They  learned  wiidom  from  look- 
ing back  ;  they  gathered  hope  from  look-^ 
ing  forward  :  the  present  was  chiefly  inte- 
resting as  it  regarded  those  more  impas- 
sioned actors  in  the  drama  of  human  life 
Avho  were  descended  from  them. 

.  Earl  Philip  reared  a  spacious  addition 
to  the  monastery,  for  the  accommodation 
of  himself  and  his  lady,  and  founded  a 
contiguous    hospital    for    twelve    poor 

knights : 
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knights:  lady  Gilibert  added  apartments 
for  the  reception  of  as  many  decayed 
gentlewomen.  The  charter  of  the  foun- 
dation is  still  extant,  and  is  somewhat  cu- 
riousj  as  it  is  a  striking  example  of  the 
whimsical  piety  of  the  age.  The  pen- 
sioners, after  the  decease  of  their  patron^ 
were  to  kneel  every  morning  in  the  chan- 
try before  his  tomb,  and  there  to  repeat 
the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  the  Salutation  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin.  They  were  then  to 
make  the  sign  of  the  cross  upon  the 
ground,  and  afterwards  to  kiss  the  same. 

At  night,  before  retiring  to  rest,  they 
were  twice  on  their  knees  to  say  the 
Lord's  Prayer;  twice  to  repeat  the  Salu- 
tation of  the  Blessed  Virgin  ;  and  once 
to  recite  the  Apostles'  Creed. 

Likewise,  it  was  ordered  that  they 
should  daily  say  twenty-five  Paternosters, 

VOL.  IV.  M  as 
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as  many  Ave  Marias,  and  one  Creed,  to 
the  memory  of  certain  specified  persons, 
the  first  of  whom  (to  the  credit  of  earl 
Philip's  charity)  was  the  guilty  and  pre- 
sumptuous Rowland. 

It  appears  that  both  the  earl  and  lady 
Gilibert  attained  years  so  lengthened, 
that  they  saw  their  great-grandchildren 
surround  the  splendid  board  of  the  pa- 
ternal castle. 

It  is  barely  sufficient  to  say  that  Cuthf 
bert  and  Matilda  were  happy.  Love, 
virtue,  and  religious  preparation,  im- 
parted to  them  a  foretaste  of  the  joys  in- 
tended for  the'  recompense  of  trial. 

They  took  possession  of  that  noble 
seat,  the  castle  of  the  Walthams,  with  lit- 
tle ostentation  of  triumph  ;  Cuthbert  too 
tenderly  respected  the  feelings  of  Ma- 
tilda !  and  had  that  motive  been  silent, 

it 
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it  was  not  in  his  nature  to  raise, a  pi]'ar  of 
gaudy  joy  on  the  ashes  of  a  ruined  ad- 
versary. 

But  when  his  lovely  bride  (now  first 
pressed  with  confidence  to  his  bosom) 
produced  a  daughter,  tender  joy  and  gor- 
geous ceremony  vied  with  each  other  in 
denotations  of  festivity  and  gratitude. 
Sixteen  whole  pages  of  the  Waltham  pa- 
pers are  filled  with  an  account  of  the 
sumptuous  embellishments  and  costly 
viands  of  the  banquet;  together  with  a 
description  of  the  rich  presents  borne  be- 
fore the  little  Matilda,  as  she  was  recon- 
ducted from  the  chapel. 

Matilda,  the  mother,  never  looked  so 
lovely,  for  peace  now  sat  in  her  heart, 
and  health  decorated  her  cheek.  Cuth- 
bert  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  and  looked 
first  on  he  r  with  love,  and  then  to  Ileazen 
6  with 
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with  thankfulness.  Their  little  boy  (the 
bold  and  blooming  offspring  of  adven- 
ture ! )  was  just  able  to  totter  along  the 
halls  of  his  ancestry.  His  hand  was^  at 
this  moment,  locked  in  that  of  his  mo- 
ther. Earl  Philip  stood  on  one  side  of 
the  happy  groupc,  and  lady  Gilibert  on 
the  other.  A  gentle  murmur  of  congra- 
tulation ran  through  the  assembly,  while 
the  vassals  without  shouted  ''  Success  to 
the  house  of  Waltham  !  Long  life  and 
unmixed  happiness  to  the  renowned  sir 
Cuthbert  and  his  gentle  lady  !" 


FINIS. 


Lane,  Darling,  and  Co.  Leadenhall-Street* 
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